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Editorial by Scott flaw Siittc 


I decided to wait until the first issue of Trashfiend 
arrived on my doorstep before writing the editorial for issue 
two, if only so I didn't make a fool of myself waxing on about 
what a milestone it was before I had the evidence to support 
such a ludicrous claim. Forcing myself to be entirely objective, 
I can honestly say that it was good. Not great, but good. Lo 
and behold, Trashfiend is a better publication than its pre- 
decessor GICK! ever was, but— alas — there is still and always 
will be room for improvement. 

Technically, the illustrations were fairly well defined, 
and those pesky typographical errors were at a minimum. 
(Although I'm still flogging myself over the erroneous back 
cover date of 2001. Hell, I have a hard enough time accepting 
the seventies are over, let alone acknowledging the new mil- 
lennium.) The writing was more focused, and there was 
nothing that I would define as filler. The cover was a bit too 
dark — a fault of mine and not the printers — but overall it was 
very presentable. 

Outside of various nit-picky concerns, I only had one 
real qualm. Although I have been accused of being tightfisted 
on innumerable occasions, I didn't feel it was worth the six- 
dollar entrance fee. Unfortunately, due to a modest distribu- 
tion and a lack of any real ad base, the cover price reflected the 
break-even watermark. As things now stand, if I raise the page 
count in order to give the reader more for their money, I 


would thus be forced to raise the suggested retail price. If I 
wasn't willing or eager to pay six bucks for an issue, how in 
the heck could I expect anyone else to? 

Until advertising and retail sales improved, I had 
only one option, and that was to give readers more for their 
money. The layout was already pretty tight (although the 
Skywald index could have been condensed considerably), but I 
realized that by dropping the size of the font even a fraction, I 
could fit a considerable amount of additional text between the 
covers. So, starting this issue, the standard type style will be 
Book Antiqua nine instead of ten. This may seem like gibberish 
to most of you, but this 48-page magazine is now the equiva- 
lent of about sixty, had it been typeset in the previous font. A 
minor case of eyestrain is worth the extra content, right? 
Seriously, I doubt anyone will complain about our decision to 
downsize the text. Anyone game for eight? 

This issue is also our first theme issue, and it won't be 
our last. The subject of cinematic cannibalism has been covered 
by others before us, but since our take on films is distinct, we 
thought it safe to try our hand at the topic. A few words on the 
reviews. 

First, we decided to strictly adhere to the definition of 
cannibalism itself. None of these films contain any super- 
natural elements, and — aside from the occasional dollop of bad 
science — we also avoided any that contain pseudo-scientific 
explanations. Hence, no zombies. Many people tend to mix the 
two, but by its very definition, cannibalism implies a creature 
eating a like creature. Since zombies are undead automatons, 
they no longer claim any rights to humanity. The entire taboo 
of cannibalism rests on the fact that a person is consciously 
consuming the flesh of its kith and kin; it's not nearly as 
perturbing a thought when it's the handiwork of a monster. 

Second, a couple of the entries are not from the 1960s 
and 1970s. Devon and I decided to ignore our dictum so we 
could selfishly include a couple of early eighties films that we 
thought warranted mentioning. Our reasons may not have 
been sound, mind you, but the damage has been done. 

Third, by no means is this a complete list of said 
films. You can— and probably will— inundate us with letters 
proclaiming "But you forgot..!" and "What about..?" but it 
shan't impress us. Had we the time and the funds, we prob- 
ably could have devoted several issues to the subject, but felt 
that the handful of titles we could get our grubby little paws 
on at a moment's notice would more than suffice. 

Fourth, aside from a few exceptions, I did not include 
films that were already sufficiently covered in GICK! or in my 
book The Gorehound's Guide to Splatter Films of the 1960s 
& 1970s. The few entries that do overlap have been updated or 
rewritten for this issue. (In one case, Devon wrote a review for 
a film that was so damn funny that I couldn't not include it.) 

Well, I think that about covers it. Despite the afore- 
mentioned exclusions, we feel this offers a pretty dam good 
overview of cannibal-related horror films of the 1960s and 
1970s. (Most of the "important" contributions from the remain- 
ing decades are given their dues in the article directly pre- 
ceding it.) 

Bon appetit. 

* Scott/ sAwion/ Stine/ • ^ une/2002 
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TVS CHOICEST CUTS 

A Brief History of Cinematic Cannibalism 

Overview by Scett Aomh. Slide 


They say it's a dog eat dog world, and I think most 
people would be inclined to agree. Of course, many people use 
this analogy to infer that it's actually a man eat man world, but 
apparently the taboo of cannibalism runs so deep that some 
people are afraid to make references to this unthinkable act 
even in passing. The act of cannibalism carries with it a stigma 
that— although not a topic to be broached in the presence of 
polite company — makes it a perennial favorite amongst horror 
and exploitation filmmakers. 

The decline of censorship in the 1960s precipitated a 
trend towards extremism in the arts. Almost overnight, 
subjects previously avoided in the cinema were now fair game, 
with graphic portrayals of these unpleasantries soon trying the 
patience of both traditional values and good taste. By the time 
the seventies had run’ its course, practically every taboo had 
been explored, with nothing left sacrosanct. 

For every film that was a serious study of human 
mores, there were hundreds more that simply exploited the 
traffic accident mentality that would bring curious onlookers 
to the theaters in droves. Sex and violence had become 
commonplace, so the filmmakers were required to place them 
within a context that was both repellant and irresistible in 
order to one up the competitors. It is no surprise, then, that 
cannibalism proved a perfect theme for exploitation films. 

Man's morbid curiosity dictated that there was 
always an interest in anthropophagia, but initially few films 
broached the subject. Prior to the sixties, the majority of those 
that did either handled it in an entirely humorous vein, or— if 
playing it straight— proffered it as an imminent threat from 
asocial natives in low-rent adventure flicks that invariably took 
place in the uncharted wilds of Africa. (These racist fantasies 
would carry over to the Italian cannibal epics of the 1970s. The 
backdrop would be replaced by the more fitting locales of 
South America or Papua New Guinea, and the acts they 
committed onscreen were far more grim than images of bwana 
being tied up and dumped feet first into a large stew pot.) 

Of course, there are always exceptions. In order to 
offer something akin to a scientific exploration of the subject, 
such documentaries as Cannibals of the South Seas (1912) 
and Among the Cannibal Isles of the South Pacific (1918) 
(both filmed by anthropologists Martin E. Johnson and his wife 
Oso) and Edward A. Salisbury's Gow the Headhunter (1928) 
were dished up to a public eager for more exotic thrills. (Foot- 
age from the latter film wound up in the roadshow-style 
shockumentary Cannibal Island (1956), which was distributed 
by a young David Friedman, seven years before he and cohort 
Herschell Gordon Lewis would touch upon anthropophagia 
with the groundbreaking splatter film Blood Feast.) 

Whereas these earlier films actually documented the 
lives of cannibalistic-prone cultures, those that followed 


proved to be more bark than bite. Cannibalism was heavily 
implied in their boastful ad campaigns, but rarely did they 
follow through with such promises, whether it be real or 
faked. When the promoters weren't simply laying on the 
hyperbole, the effects artists behind such films as William B. 
Treutle's Karamoja (1945) and Gualtiero Jacopetti and Franco 
E. Prospero's Africa Addio [Goodbye Africa] (1966) were 
laying on the stage blood. The trend towards the latter grew in 
the seventies, when the public demand for these graphic 
pseudo-documentaries reached their zenith. Films such as 
Akira Ide's Guinea Ama (1974), Conan le Cilaire's Faces of 
Death (1979), and Bruno Mattei's Sesso Perverso, Mondo 
Violento [Perverse Sex, Violent World] (1980) came to rely 
upon faked, but rarely convincing scenes of ritual cannibalism. 

Most films dealing with the subject make no such 
claims, relegating their man-eating to the realm of fantasy. 
Although there is some crossover, fictional cannibal films can 
usually be grouped under one of three categories. 

The first category includes films dealing with societal 
cannibalism, more commonly referred to as "Green Hell" 
films. These deal primarily with "primitive" societies that 
practice anthropophagia either out of necessity, or as an honor- 
ed tradition. The majority of these films— which are reviewed 
in this issue— are Italian productions that occasionally featured 
real natives, although if any of these tribes ever did practice 
cannibalism, it had been abandoned long before they ever 
stepped foot in front of the camera. Initiated with Umberto 
Lenzi's II Paese del Sesso Selvaggio [A Nation of Sex Savages] 
(1972), they peaked with the selfsame director's Cannibal 
Ferox [Ferocious Cannibals] (1981) and Ruggero Deodato's 
Cannibal Holocaust (1979); either the public had grown tired 
of the formula, or the filmmakers found themselves unable to 
top such films as these. For the most part, these films are 
considered by most cineastes to be some of the most exploitive 
films ever made, and only hardcore splatterpunks will readily 
confess to actually liking these productions. 

The second category deals with cannibalism on an 
individual level, and more often than not exploits the crimes of 
a real life psychopath or serial killer. The exploits of such 
infamous killers as Fritz Haarman (1879-1924), Peter Kurten 
(1883-1932), Albert Fish (1870-1936), Ed Gein (1906-1984) and 
Jeffrey Dahmer (1960-1994) inspired a slew of such films, 
although some like M (1931) and Psycho (1960) never once 
brought up the dreaded "C" word. Others— such as Jeffrey 
Gillen and Alan Ormsby's Deranged (1974), Ulli Lommel's 
Zartlichkeit der Wdlfe [Tenderness of the Wolves] (1973), 
Danny Lee and Herman Yau's Ba Xian Fan Dian Zhi Ren Rou 
Cha Shao Bao (1992) and David R. Bowen's The Secret Life— 
Jeffrey Dahmer (1993) — didn't shy away from it. Others like 
Johan Vandewoestijne's Lucker the Necrophagous (1986) 
reveled in it. Although the latter are fictional, they obviously 
drew inspiration from some of the more sordid cases in the 
annals of true crime. The level of acceptability of these films is 
directly proportional to die level of gratuity, although even the 
more graphic exercises aren't without their followings. 

The third category deals with civilized peoples who 
are forced to eat their own out of necessity, and often have a 
basis in historical fact. Films like James L. Conway's Donner 
Pass— The Road to Survival (1978) and James W. Roberson's 
The Legend of Alfred Packer (1980) make no mystery of their 
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an American international release 


Beneath modern London buried alive 
in its plague-ridden tunnels lives a tribe 
of once humans. Neither men nor women 
they are less than animals... , 
they are the raw meat 
of the human race! 


Apparently, US distributors thought Gary Sherman’s Death 
Line (1972) was far too unpleasant an outing, so they decided to 
employ some subtlety when releasing it stateside. And who says the 
American public doesn't know the meaning of the word tact? 


source material, and films like Rene Cardona's Survive! (1976) 
and Frank Marshall's Alive (1993) exploit the fate of a group of 
soccer students trapped in the Andes who are forced to eat 
their dead companions to stay alive. Due to the "poignancy" of 
such films, they are often readily accepted by the general pop- 
ulace, as viewers can accept them as dramas and not feel guilty 
about indulging their morbid curiosity. 

There is also the matter of such arthouse fare as 
Joaquim Pedro de Andrade's Macunaima (1969), Pier Peolo 
Pasolini's Porcile [Pigsty] (1969) and Peter Greenaway's The 
Cook, the Thief, His Wife and Her Lover (1989), but most 
critics wouldn't be inclined to group films such as these with 
the former. Not, mind you, because they are somehow above 
being tagged as exploitation, but because such films use canni- 
balism as a metaphor, instead of offering a literal exploration 
of the subject. 

Because of the unnerving connotations, it is no 
surprise that many films exploiting cannibalism make light of 
the topic. It is not uncommon for people to wield levity in light 
of a grave topic in order to better deal with it, and what is 


more grave than the act of one eating their brethren? Occasion- 
ally, cannibal films opt for outright slapstick, such as Tsui 
Hark's Diyu Wu Men (1980), Joseph F. Robertson's Auntie 
Lee's Meat Pies (1993) and Trey Parker's Alferd Packer— The 
Musical (1993). (Suffice it to say, cannibalism offers no end to 
comedic situations and plays on words.) Most of these films, 
though, can easily be classified as black comedies. Some of the 
best— Paul Bartel's Eating Raoul (1982), Marc Caro and Jean- 
Pierre Jeunet's Delicatessen (1991) and Jason Hemandez- 
Rosenblatt's Meat (1997) — walk a fine line between the amus- 
ing and the disturbing. 

It is of little surprise that most cannibal films made in 
the last thirty years are unrepentant gorefests, as the subject 
offers more ways to exploit effects-laden bloodshed and 
dismemberment than any other. At the height of the splatter 
film phenomenon in the eighties there was no shortage of 
cannibal-related splatterpunk fare. Low-rent exercises such as 
Donald Farmer's Cannibal Hookers (1987), Tom Fisher and 
Jon McBride's Cannibal Campout (1988) and James Aviles 
Martin's Flesh Eating Mothers (1989) offer only a sampling of 
the straight-to-video output produced during this time to 
capitalize on the timeless subject. 

The seventies, though, proved to be the perfect breed- 
ing ground for cannibal films, and although they usually aren't 
as graphic as their eighties counterparts, they were in general 
more innovative. But despite the later trend towards formula, 
cannibal films did not die with the seventies. The exploits of 
the Sawyer family (inspired inasmuch by the cannibalistic 
crimes of the Seaney Bean clan as they were by Illinois necro- 
phile Ed Gein) were too much for a single film; Hooper's 
classic was followed by his own The Texas Chainsaw 
Massacre 2 (1986), Jeff Burr's Leatherface— Texas Chainsaw 
Massacre 3 (1990) and Kim Henkel's The Return of the Texas 
Chainsaw Massacre (1994). (Whereas Frankenstein's Monster, 
Dracula and the Wolf man were the cinematic bogeymen of the 
1930s and 1940s, Leatherface— along with Freddy Krueger and 
Jason Vorhees — had become the modern day equivalent.) 

Cannibalism also hit the mainstream with three films 
based on the best-selling novels of Thomas Harris, namely 
Michael Mann's Manhunter (1986), Jonathan Demme's Silence 
of the Lambs (1991) and Ridley Scott's Hannibal (2001). (Brett 
Ratner's forthcoming Red Dragon is a remake of Manhunter, 
this time as a vehicle for Anthony Hopkins.) In contrast to the 
unwashed chainsaw-wielding rednecks who turned unwary 
vacationers into chili, the antagonist of Harris' trilogy is a 
refined genius who likes to serve his fellow man... with fava 
beans and a vintage Chianti. According to the silver screen, 
cannibalism had in less than a century infiltrated every social 
stratum, from the superstitious native to the sophisticate 
Harvard graduate. 

Likewise, the mainstream harbors just as many man- 
eaters as the underground. Bob Balaban's Parents (1989), Jon 
Avnet's Fried Green Tomatoes (1991), John McTiernan's The 
13 th Warrior (1999), Antonia Bird's Ravenous (1999)... the list 
goes on. No longer the cinematic taboo it once was, cannibal- 
ism has gone from being an unspeakable act to— at least in 
Hollywood terms — a very profitable one. In light of the 
extremes cinema will go in order to draw theater goers, the 
time-honored adage of this being a dog eat dog world seems 
particularly apropos. 
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JUST KEIF TELLING YOURSilF 

IT'S ONIY ft MOVIE 
IT'S ONLY A MOVIE 
IT'S ONLY A MOVIE 

IT'S ONLY ft MOVIE 

IT'S ONLY ft MOVIE 
IT'S ONLY A MOVIE 
IT'S ONLY A MOVIE 

Film Reviews by Scott Stine & Devon Bettocfc If 
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Anthropophagus [Man-Eater] (1980) 

Filmirage [It] PCM International [It] 

DIR: Aristide Massaccesi {aka Joe d' Amato) 

PRO: Oscar Santaniello 

SCR: Aristide Massaccesi and Luigi Montefiore 

DOP: Aristide Massaccesi 

MFX: Pietro Tenoglio 
MUS: Marcello Giombini 

STR: Simone Baker, Mark Bodin, Margaret Donnelly, Tisa 

Farrow, Serena Grandi {aka Vanessa Steiger), Zora 
Kerova, Robert Larsen, Mark Logan, Luigi Montefiori 
{aka George Eastman), Rubina Rey {aka Ariette) and 
Saverio Vallone 

AKA: Anthropofago [The Maneater] 

Anthropofago— The Savage Island 
L'Anthropophage [The Maneater] 

Anthropophagous [The Maneater] 

Anthropophagus the Beast 
Anthropophalus 
Gomia, Terror en el Mar Egeo 
[Gomia, Terror in the Aegean Sea] 

The Grim Reaper 

Der Maneater [The Man-Eater] 

Der Menschenfresser [The Man-Eater] 
Approximately 88m; Color 

DVD: The Grim Reaper [Digital Versatile; 88m; Rl] 

VHS: Anthropofago 

[Vista Video; 88m; In English w/ Portuguese subs] 

Anthropofago— The Savage Island 
[Midnight Video; 88m] 

Anthropophagus the Beast 
[Videofilm Promotions; 88m] 

Anthropophalus [Video MPA; 95(88)m; In French] 


VHS: The Grim Reaper [Media Home Entertainment; 81m] 

The Grim Reaper [Monterey Home Video; 87m] 

ADL: It's Not Fear That Will Tear You Apart. It's Him! 

A gaggle of island-hopping teens find themselves 
stranded on a rock where tagalong Tisa Farrow (Mia's real life 
sister) plays nanny for a blind girl. Things wouldn't be so bad 
except that most of the islanders have been gobbled up by a 
scaly lunatic (played by screenwriter Montefiori) who 
apparently acquired a taste for long pig while lost at sea with 
his wife and child. 

This little excursion does for cannibalism what the 
same director's Buio Omega did for necrophilia, and is almost 
as unpleasant an outing. (I mean that in a good way, of course.) 
Most of the gore is relegated to the last thirty minutes of the 
film, which most prints have trimmed to varying degrees. Of 
note is an oft-removed and somewhat distasteful scene that 
has our antagonist chewing on a hastily removed fetus, for 
which the make-up artists used a skinned rabbit to facilitate 
the effect. Forgoing any subtleties, Massaccesi also has our 
resident man-eater ravenously attack his very own intestines 
after he is critically wounded with a well-placed pickaxe. 

A host of dry rot-ridden corpses, and a testosterone- 
laden score mixed by an apparently deafened sound editor 
also contribute to the film's overzealous appeal. (If it were a 
Goblin-inspired soundtrack, and not a Moog-driven score ala 
Dr. Butcher, M.D. most viewers would have inevitably 
complained of ruptured eardrums.) Production values are 
passable, but they seem somewhat primitive when compared 
to Massaccesi's aforementioned corpse-screwing opus filmed 
the previous year. (Technically, his follow-up Rosso Sangue 
(1981) aka Anthropophagus II— a sequel in name only— is 
superior to its predecessor, but far less engaging.) 
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Bloodthirsty Butchers (1970) 

See The Gorehound's Guide to Splatter Films of the 1970s 



Video Box Art for Anthropophagus (1980) Video MPA 


►► Anthropophagus continued... 

Although the cinematography is credited to Enrico 
Biribicchi, this film was actually shot by the director. 

Anthropophagus is enjoyable Euro-trash that will 
surely whet the appetites of most gorehounds. 

Devon Says... 

There are those movies that stir the soul, that make 
people go beyond the normal stimulus response, and contain 
stories that truly redefine individuals' lives. Then there are 
movies like Anthropophagus. 

This movie is my greatest guilty pleasure. I love it, 
and I can give absolutely no reason why. Sure, it's extremely 
gory. But then, so is the film's psuedo-sequel. Rosso Sangue, 
which 1 hate. Sure, it stars George Eastman. But so does Bronx 
Lotta Finale (1983), which I hate. Sure, Anthropophagus is 
directed by Joe D' Amato. But so is Le Notti Erotiche dei Morte 
Viventi [The Erotic Nights of the Living Dead] (1979), which I 
truly, truly hate. There is virtually nothing of redeeming value 
in Anthropophagus — the story is laughable, the acting is bad, 
and the fetus looks suspiciously lepus in nature— but damn it, I 
just can't get enough of George chomping down on anyone 
who treads on his territory. 


Cannibal Ferox [Ferocious Cannibals] (1981) 

Dania Film [It] Medusa Distribuzione [It] 

National Cinema tografica [It] 

DIR: Umberto Lenzi 

PRO: Antonio Crescenzi 

SCR: Umberto Lenzi 

DOP: Giovanni Bergamini 

EXP: Antonio Crescenzi 

MFX: Gino de Rossi 

MUS: Budy-Maglione 

STR: Janos Bartha, Giovanni Bergamini, Richard Bolla, 

Lorraine de Selle, Meg Fleming, Zora Kerova, Walter 
Lucchini, Danilo Mattei, Riccardo Petrazzi, Perry 
Pirkanen, Giovanni Lombardo Radice ( aka John 
Morghen), El Indio Rincon and Venantino Venantini 
AKA: Canibal Feroz [Ferocious Cannibals] 

De Kannibalen Vallen Aan! 

Let Them Die Slowly 

Make Them Die Slowly 

Mondo Cannibale [Cannibal World] 

Die Rache der Kannibalen 
[The Revenge of the Cannibals] 

Woman from Deep River 
Approximately 93m; Color 

DVD: Cannibal Ferox [Image Entertainment; 93m; LBX; Rl] 

PAL: Canibal Feroz [Constan Films; 86m] 

Cannibal Ferox [Replay Video; 89(93)m] 

Cannibal Ferox [Vipco; 86m] 

Make Them Die Slowly [Myrsine Home Video; 93m] 
VHS: Cannibal Ferox [Grindhouse Releasing; 93m] 

Cannibal Ferox [Movies with Guts; 93m; LBX] 

Make Them Die Slowly [Thriller Video; 92m] 

"This motion picture is one of the most violent films 
ever made. There are 24 scenes of barbaric torture and sadistic 
cruelty graphically shown. If the representation of disgusting 
and repulsive material upsets you, please do not view this 
film." The tagline got my interest. . . unfortunately. 

A woman anthropologist and her two friends are off 
tramping about in the Amazon, trying to prove her thesis that 
"cannibalism as an organized practice of human society does 
not exist, and historically has never existed." They run into a 
small time drug pusher and his wounded friend who claim to 
have been accosted by cannibals, and the whole lot of tourists 
quickly find themselves being hunted down by the voracious 
natives as well. 

Sadly, this is one of the closest things to a "good" film 
Lenzi has ever perpetrated, but even though it's better than, 
say, Incubo sulla Citta Contaminata (1980) it's still not a film 
on which one should rest their laurels. Granted, close-ups of a 
native chewing on the remains of a still-twitching grub worm 
does help to set the tone of the film, but I think it's safe to 
reason that a filmmaker with any real talent could have 
avoided such a shot altogether and still create atmosphere. For 
the most part, Cannibal Ferox is not only typical in execution 
of the much-maligned Italian cannibal epics, but probably 
stands as the definitive entry. 
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Although our heroine theorizes that cannibalism has 
never existed on a societal level— that it is a myth perpetuated 
throughout history by so-called "civilized man" to justify acts 
of cultural genocide on third-world countries — the filmmakers 
contest this if only to take advantage of the viewers' xeno- 
phobia. Having exploited the natives and our fears of the 
primitive mind, any social statements that this film attempts to 
make fall on deaf ears as they— the filmmakers— have proven 
themselves guilty of the selfsame prejudices displayed by the 
people they condemn. Of course, the same can be said for this 
particular genre altogether, and no amount of fast talk will fool 
the more conscientious viewers for even a second. 

And while we're on the subject of exploitation, it's not 
worth wading through the sickening displays of animal cruelty 
(staged or simply "documented") for the few interesting gore 
scenes. A graphic castration is the creme de la creme, although a 
female variation on The Man Called Horse-style hanging does 
clock in at a close second. 

If, having never seen any Green Hell films you have 
found your interest piqued by these reviews, check out 
Ruggero Deodato's Cannibal Holocaust instead for what is 
probably the only truly worthwhile film of the lot, even though 
it falls prey to many of the same faltering ethics. If that outing 
doesn't turn you away, feel free to work your way down from 
there. 

Devon Says... 

Cannibal Ferox is the film most commonly associated 
with the Green Hell subgenre. I have no idea why, because it 
offers nothing the others don't, except that it is more con- 
temptible. Cannibal Ferox uses the same tired presentation of 
"primitive" society that most of these movies do in order to 
excuse the sadistic maiming of small forest creatures. The 
animal scenes in this film have always seemed particularly 
cruel to me, especially the one involving a captive pig having 
to watch in terror as an anaconda approaches it. 

Aside from John Morghen's castration, the most 
memorable scene involves a woman being hung by her bosom. 
Lenzi claims many people have asked him how this effect was 
accomplished, but then again, he also implies in the same 
interview that animals weren't tortured during the making of 
this film (Gorezone #25, p. 53). Apparently the actress sat on 
something like a bicycle seat, the fake hooks were attached to 
her breasts, the wires were pulled to look taut, and then she 
screamed when the camera rolled. Movie magic. 

Cannibal Girls (1973) 

Scary Pictures Productions [Ca] 

DIR: Ivan Reitman 

PRO: Daniel Goldberg 

SCR: Robert Sandler 

DOP: Robert Saad 

EXP: Ivan Reitman 

SFX: Michael Lotosky and Richard White 

MUS: Doug Riley 

STR: Randall Carpenter, David Clement, Joan Fox, Doug 

Ganton, Alan Gordon, May Jarvis, Bunker Kingfish, 
Eugene Levy, Bob McHeady, Ray Lawlor, Lyn Logan, 
Nell Lundy, Gino Marrocco, Rick Maguire, Andrea 
Martin, Bonnie Neilson, Mira Pawluk, Earl 


Pomerantz, Allan Price, Marion Swadron, Julie 

Thilpot and Ronald Ulrich 
AKA: Canibales [Cannibals] 

Des Filles Cannibales [The Cannibal Women] 
Approximately 83m; Color 
VHS: Cannibal Girls [CIC; 84(83)m] 

ADL: These Girls Do Exactly What You Think They Do! 

After experiencing some car troubles, two dippy 
hippies (Levy and Martin) find themselves stranded in die 
isolated coastal town of Famhamville, "The Friendly City." 
One of the landmarks is a restaurant that was rumored to be 
the site of a cannibalistic massacre years before where several 
desperate schmucks were lured to their unsuspecting doom by 
a cadre of man-eating women and their guru, the Reverend 
Alex St. John. Turns out, not only is the folk legend true, but 
that its culinary influence has spread beyond that of the titular 
trio. (Trust me: Thanks to a predictable script, none of this will 
come as any surprise to anyone with a smattering of grey 
matter left between their ears.) 

Some people say that everyone's got at least one 
skeleton in their closet, but I think that this film— if anything— 
proves that every filmmaker's got at least one worthwhile film 
under their belt as well, and occasionally they're one and the 
same. (Hollywood mogul Ivan Reitman also had the decency 
to produce a few of David Cronenberg's earlier films before 
going on to make big-budget dross like Ghostbusters and 
Twins, 1984 and 1988 respectively.) 

Not to imply that Cannibal Girls is a good film; not 
even I will go so far to suggest that this flick will appeal to 
anyone but hopeless trash fiends. Lousy continuity, breaches 
in logic, the antagonists hamming it up to an insufferable 
degree, and a parade of the ugliest sideburns ever put on 
display ensure this film will never win any awards. The mostly 
stale dialogue is probably due to the fact that it was developed 
by the cast and not a scriptwriter, or so the credits and several 
resources claim. None too surprising, the only actors that 
actually display any flair or comedic timing are SCTV 
members Levy and Martin, both of whom went on to "bigger 
and better" things. The film also benefits greatly from the fact 
that the two have great onscreen chemistry. 

Although Cannibal Girls does boast a few bloody 
highlights (the audience was warned of the impending carnage 
by the sound of a bell when the film was released originally 
theatrically) as well as gratuitous nudity, this low-key shocker 
is often played for laughs. And — surprisingly enough— they 
usually succeed... which is good because the film fails as a 
horror film on even the most rudimentary level. 

The film also has a few odd moments, probably due 
more to necessity than innovation. A tour of die converted 
farmhouse consists of the two stars and their host literally 
narrating as the camera pans one room after another, with the 
participants completely off screen. Some other scenes are little 
more than obtrusive still montages, again accompanied by 
voiceovers. And why in the heck did the foley artists dub over 
a human scream with the sound of an elephant? Surreal, 
maybe, but not funny. 

Cannibal Girls is a charming obscurity that has yet to 
be released in this country. Hmmm... I wonder if Reitman has 
anything to do with this oversight? Curious, that. 
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• DOUG RILEY COLOR By Mov.em 


DANIEL GOLDBERG 
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73/130 


American Lobby Card for Cannibal Girls (1973) American International Pictures 


* “CANNIBAL GIRLS” . EUGENE LEVY 
ANDREA MARTIN • RONALD ULRICH 


►► Cannibal Girls continued. . . 

Devon Says... 

Oh, my God, does Eugene Levy have a 'fro happen- 
ing in this film! He looks like a cross between Weird A1 and 
Jim Croce. 

Anyway, if you're tired of ordinary horror movies... 
then don't waste your money on this one. It's a black comedy- 
slash-horror film that's not recommended for fans of either 
genre, mostly because it's been rendered incoherent by shoddy 
editing. There is one good moment very early on when Andrea 
Martin suggests that maybe the reason their car won't start is 
because of a lack of air in the tires. And now that I just spoiled 
that joke for anyone reading this, there's not a single reason for 
any of you to watch the film, let alone track it down. 

I've heard that Cannibal Girls had some sort of 
alarms just prior to the gore scenes so that squeamish viewers 
could cover their eyes, but I didn't hear any go off. Maybe that 
was just for the theatres. Regardless, even the most weak- 
stomached people will have no problem sitting through this 
film, as the gore is little more than a few shots of gushing 
blood. Or maybe I was just too bored to take notice. 


Cannibal Holocaust (1979) 

F.D. Cinema tografica [It] 

DIR: Ruggero Deodato 

PRO: Franco di Nunzio and Franco Palaggi 

SCR: Gianfranco Clerici 

DOP: Sergio d'Offizi 

SFX: Aldo Gasparri 

MUS: Riz Ortolani [Soundtrack from Lucertola Media] 

STR: Luca Giorgio Barbareschi, Salvatore Basile, Francesca 

Ciardi, Lucia Constantini, Ruggero Deodato, Pio di 
Savoia, Ricardo Fuentes, Robert Kerman, Paolo 
Paolini, Perry Pirkanen, Luigina Rocchi 
and Gabriel Yorke 

AKA: Cannibal Massaker [Cannibal Massacre] 

Grand Guignol Cannibale [Grand Guignol Cannibal] 
Holocausto Canibal [Cannibal Holocaust] 

Kannibal Massakren [Cannibal Massacre] 

Nackt und Zerfleischt [Naked and Mangled] 
Approximately 95m; Color 

PAL: Cannibal Holocaust [Cult Video; 92m; LBX] 

Cannibal Holocaust [Go Video; 85m; LBX] 

Cannibal Holocaust [Rex Films Video; 96(95)m] 
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PAL: Kannibal Massakren [Royal Video; 91m] 

VHS: Cannibal Holocaust [Mogul Video; 95) 

ADL: They Eat and They Are Eaten! 

Even though it contains nauseating, obligatory foot- 
age of animals being treated quite maliciously, Cannibal 
Holocaust somehow transcends the whole Green Hell sub- 
genre, however slight it may be. And it's even nastier than 
most... an achievement that shouldn't be taken too lightly in 
lieu of the company it keeps. 

Instead of the familiar linear approach utilized by 
most films, Cannibal Holocaust decides to be more daring by 
presenting its material as a montage of news footage, drama- 
tization, and found film intended for a documentary being 
made by a band of roving filmmakers. Although not entirely 
convincing, the documentary footage is quite effective and 
adds additional weight to what would be tired proceedings in 
less capable hands. As it has been pointed out by many 
cineastes. The Blair Witch Project (1999) adapted a similar 
approach almost twenty years later, obviously with much 
success. 

Although the film's theme (of "primitive" man being 
more humane than the products of modern day society) has 
been invoked countless times by these Green Hell adventures 
in an attempt to justify the ensuing savagery, it seems perti- 
nent and even sincere in Cannibal Holocaust if only because 
the unscrupulous film crew is particularly loathsome in their 
portrayal. As in most cannibal epics, the filmmakers behind 
Cannibal Holocaust are fairly hypocritical in their condemn- 
ations as they are exploiting the selfsame social strata and 
animal cruelty as their antagonists; they just do an admirable 
job at covering up their intentions. 

In keeping with the film's overzealous approach, the 
gore is as extreme as it gets, but it is used sparingly until the 
unveiling of the final reels of the aforementioned found film. 
These scenes are far more brutal than anything the likes of 
Fulci or Romero have filmed, and far more disturbing because 
of the cinema verite approach Deodato takes in presenting it. 

To add to the film's mystique, there is some mystery 
surrounding the film, specifically the existence of footage 
entailing a person being ritually fed to a school of piranha. 
Although none of the current prints available include this 
scene, still photos attest to the footage, and many reviewers 
claim to have witnessed just such a scene when the film was 
first released. To further add to the confusion, Deodato himself 
has both acknowledged and denied the existence of the scene 
in different interviews. Since it's doubtful they would have 
staged but not filmed such a scene, it probably exists, but why 
the footage is impossible to locate— let alone why the director 
himself would deny having shot it— is anyone's guess. 

Definitely not for all tastes (animal lovers, either keep 
your fast forward button ready at all times or avoid the film 
altogether), but if you already lean towards this type of fare, it 
is most definitely required viewing. 

Devon Says... 

Cannibal Holocaust should be a great movie. 

Director Ruggero Deodato claimed that he was 
partially inspired to do Cannibal Holocaust while watching 
the Italian news with his son. Upset at his son's horror of the 


graphic images, Ruggero wanted to make a film that comment- 
ed on the gratuitousness of the material presented by the 
media. The finished film goes a bit further, making the claim 
that the media actually instigates many of the atrocities with 
which they shock their viewers. 

The film does have flaws— some awkward edits as 
well as some sub-par acting— but overall, the film is very well 
done, aided by the excellent score and the documentary style 
approach that was later recreated in The Blair Witch Project 
(1999). While some of the effects aren't great, others present 
such incredibly realistic violence that Deodato wound up in 
court having to prove that no one was killed. 

As the documentary crew makes its way through the 
jungle, raping, murdering and maiming on film, Deodato's 
message about the media creating violence just to exploit it is 
quite clear. It may be a simple message, but it is impossible to 
ignore when presented with the level of vehemence that 
Cannibal Holocaust displays. Within this subtext. Cannibal 
Holocaust could have been one of the most important social 
cautionary movies, warning the public of how much damage 
the media can do. Unfortunately, the film's hypocrisy all but 
destroys that theme. 

As in virtually every other Italian cannibal movie, 
animals are killed on screen. Their deaths alone don't concern 
me too greatly; most of the animals are killed in a more 
humane fashion than in similar films where the poor creatures 
are kept alive and suffering. Still, I have no idea why Deodato 
felt the need to include such scenes in the movie. The geeking 
factor completely destroyed what should have been master- 
piece of cinematic commentary. How is a viewer to take the 
director's warning about media violence seriously, when that 
same director is staging his own senseless violence within his 
medium? Deodato undermined himself, turning a great film 
into an oddity. A powerful oddity. His message is still compel- 
ling, and no one can deny Cannibal Holocaust's ability to 
shock. But instead of watching the movie with the idea that 
there's a purpose to it. I'm left wondering what the director 
thought he was doing? Deodato's moral inconsistency usurps 
much of the force of the film's attack on the media and on 
mankind in general. 

Cannibal Holocaust is the only good film in the entire 
Green Hell subgenre. If only it had lived up to its potential. 

Criminally Insane (1973) 

IRMI Films [US] 

DIR: Steve Phillip Millard (aka Nick Phillips) 

PRO: Frances Millard 

SCR: Steve Phillip Millard 

DOP: Karil Ostman 

STR: Priscilla Alden, Robert Copple, Charles Egan, Lisa 

Farros, Michael Flood, Jane Lambert, Sonny Larocca, 

C.L. Lefleur, Cliff McDonald, Gina Martine 

and Sandra Shotwell 
Approximately 61m; Color 
VHS: Criminally Insane [World Video; 61m] 

ADL: 250 Pounds of Maniacal Fury! 

"A 250 lb. female psychopath is prematurely released 
from an asylum for the criminally insane. What little is left of 
her mind soon gives way, as her gluttonous appetite for food is 
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Video Box Art for Criminally Insane (1973) World Video 

►► Criminally Insane continued. . . 

shockingly equaled by her appetite for blood!" Seriously, how 
many of you would be able to resist such hyperbole. 

Ethel, the overweight murderess referred to in the 
above video box synopsis, moves in with her grandmother, 
who takes it upon herself to help her lose weight. None too 
happy with having to count calories, Ethel does the old bitty in 
with a butcher knife and helps herself to the contents of the 
locked refrigerator. She's barely had time to hide the corpse in 
an upstairs room when her streetwalking sister shows up, 
trying to elude an abusive pimp-slash-boyfriend. ("You need a 
good beating every once in a while," he tells her. "All women 
do... and you especially" And she falls for it! See what a little 
sweet-talking will get you.) When a delivery boy demands 
eighty bucks for groceries, Ethel takes a broken bottle to him 
and stashes the corpse with grandmother. Then her doctor 
shows up at the door, wanting to know why she's missed her 
last three electroshock treatments; suffice it to say, the 
neighbors begin complaining about the stench emanating from 
the upstairs window. 

Most trash fiends will probably get a kick out of this 
no-budget wonder. Filmed on what I suspect is Super 8 film 
stock. Criminally Insane boasts the wonderfully droll Priscilla 
Alden, who is responsible for what has to be some of the most 


inept murders ever committed to celluloid. (The crew must've 
had a hell of a time scraping that red paint off of the lens after 
all was said and done.) Dime-store gore effects, headache- 
inducing edits, flagrant mannequin abuse, an atonal score that 
evokes H.G. Lewis and Ren & Stimpy with equal fervor, and 
some of the homeliest people ever featured in a feature length 
film... what's there not to love? And all of it is crammed into a 
conservative one-hour running time. (Okay, so maybe it could 
have shed a few more pounds, I mean, minutes, but one has to 
give them credit for not trying to fill a ninety-minute time slot.) 

Hiding behind the "Nick Phillips" pseudonym is the 
son of S.S. "Steamship" Millard, a legendary exploitation film- 
maker who produced such "classics" as Is Your Daughter 
Safe? (1927). Under the pseudonym of "Phillip Miller," Steve 
Millard also helmed the similarly atrocious (and almost 
equally enjoyable) obscurity Satan's Black Wedding (1975), 
with which Criminally Insane originally shared a double-bill. 
Unfortunately, he also perpetrated Criminally Insane 2 aka 
Crazy Fat Ethel II, a patchwork shot-on-video sequel, and 
Death Nurse and Death Nurse 2, all three of which were shot 
in 1987 and starred Alden as well. Whereas Millard's seventies 
efforts deserve recognition for their crazed ingenuity, his 
return to filmmaking in the eighties should be best forgotten. 

Not entirely unsound, star Alden has acquired 
something of a minor cult status, and had a bit part in Alan 
Parker's Birdy (1984) as well as a handful of other film and 
television appearances. (In the credits, she is almost always 
referred to as "Elderly Woman," so her role of Ethel Janowski 
still remains her claim to fame.) 

If the sound of the camera's whirr caught on film is 
music to your ears, than Criminally Insane will make your so- 
bad-it's-great top ten list. 

Devon Says... 

In 1975, One Flew Over the Cuckoo's Nest graced 
moviegoers with a disturbing image of life in a US asylum. 
That film's overwhelming success overshadowed a smaller, 
independent release that made equally compelling statements 
about the state of mental health care at the time. Criminally 
Insane unfolds as a woman with a slight weight problem is 
prematurely released from an asylum. She returns home, but 
since she is not fully rehabilitated, a denial of adequate 
sustenance causes her to unleash her maniacal fury on those 
around her. 

Director Steve Millard uses Ethel as a symbol for 
overcrowding in institutions that push potentially dangerous 
individuals out onto the street. Thrown into a world she can't 
control, she is left with the only thing in which she has a say: 
Her food intake. When she has these reigns stripped from her, 
Ethel is left feeling vulnerable and so seeks power over others 
by taking their lives in return. Millards' point is simple: When 
one feels low, one will aggrandize one's self-esteem by 
destroying others' egos, or— in Ethel's case— by obliterating 
them entirely. This is a basic component of human nature: To 
build oneself up by bringing others down. 

The mental health system of the time did not account 
for this facet of the human condition, and this was Millard's 
main concern. His fear of unbalanced people who react 
unstably to the reality of not always getting one's way, of not 
dominating everything, is etched in every thoughtfully staged 
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frame. He addresses this quite well, and Criminally Insane 
surely would have been a rallying cry for better observation 
before releasing asylum inmates had it not been overshadowed 
by the Jack Nicholson film a few years later. 

Or maybe it's just a stupid movie about a 250-pound, 
cleaver-wielding nutter. 

Death Line (1972) 

See The Gorehound's Guide to Splatter Films of the 1970s 
See Also GICK! Volume One, Number One 

Deranged (1974) 

See The Gorehound's Guide to Splatter Films of the 1970s 

Emanuelle e gli Ultimi Cannibali 

[Emanuelle and the Last Cannibals] (1976) 

Flora Film [It] Fulvia Cinematografica [It] 

GICO Cinematografica [It] 

DIR: Aristide Massaccesi ( aka Joe d' Amato) 

PRO: Aristide Massaccesi 

SCR: Aristide Massaccesi and Romano Scandariato 

DOP: Aristide Massaccesi 

MFX: Fabrizio de Angelis 

MUS: Nico Fidenco 

STR: Giuseppe Augi, Bora Boro, Massimo Cipriari, Anne 

Marie Clementi, Geoffrey Coplestone, Dirce Funari, 
Laura Gemser, Percy Hogan, Maria Gabriella 
Mezzetti, Nieves Navarro (aka Susan Scott), Donald 
O'Brien, Tapu Ruguru, Gabriele Tinti, Pierluigi 
Cervetti Valle, A1 Yamanouchi and Monica Zanchi 
AKA: Black Emanuelle chez les Cannibales 
[Black Emanuelle Among the Cannibals] 

Emanuelle and the Last of the Cannibals 
Emanuelle bij de Kannibalen 
[Emanuelle and the Cannibals] 

Emanuelle en de Laatste Cannibalen 
[Emanuelle and the Last Cannibals] 

Emanuelle pa Safari [Emanuelle on Safari] 

Emanuelle y los Ultimos Cannibales 
[Emanuelle and the Last Cannibals] 

Emanuelle, Prisonniere des Cannibales 
[Emanuelle, Prisoner of the Cannibals] 

Emanuelle's Amazon Adventure 
Nackt Unter Kannibalen 
[Naked Among the Cannibals] 

Trap Them and Kill Them 
Viol Sous les Tropiques [Rape in the Tropics] 
Approximately 93m; Color 
VHS: Emanuelle and the Last Cannibals 

[Twisted Dreams Home Video; 93m] 

Trap Them and Kill Them [Twilight Video; 93m] 

This film claims to be a true story, but we're not going 
to let them sucker us this time, are we? 

A journalist (Gemser) gets involved with a case of 
cannibalism in New York; a tattoo on the perpetrator leads 
them to an isolated tribe in South America that still practices 
the unpleasant custom of eating their fellow man. (Usually 
raw, I might add.) Sound familiar? The selfsame premise 
found it's way into Marino Girolami's La Regina dei Canni- 
bali, re-edited and released here as Dr. Butcher, M.D. To 


further the comparison, that film's antagonist was also played 
by Donald O'Brien, who is on hand here as an equally sleazy — 
but not nearly as crazed or bloodthirsty — individual. 

This installment in Europe's ever-popular Emanuelle 
series (not to be confused with the Emmanuelle films initiated 
by Sylvia Kristel) is typical of the Green Hell epics we've come 
to expect from Italy. Although Laura Gemser's ambitious 
journalist is a key figure in the film, the generic archetype has 
been recycled and remolded to fit the needs of every cannibal 
epic made since. Granted, sex is quite often more predominate 
than the gore (being an Emanuelle film and all), but the brutal 
violence— something else from which these vehicles for 
Gemser rarely shy away— is still overwhelming. Surprisingly, 
the animal cruelty which became a staple for such films in the 
Green Hell subgenre is at a minimum, so people who avoid 
such films because of the geek show gore will find little to be 
distressed over herein. 

Xenophobia is also high; never has the inherent 
racism found in these films been so painfully obvious. As 
denigrating as the dubbing is for the native chief, though (I 
swear I heard him say "homina homina homina ramalama- 
dingdong"), I don't think he felt nearly as humiliated as 
Gemser must have been while giving her closing speech. It's 
enough to make me yearn for the days of silent filmmaking. 

Production values are average at best, although poor 
dubbing, and an annoying disco soundtrack tend to make the 
experience seem worse than it actually is. And— as alluded to 
earlier— the film gets bogged down with the perfunctory 
softcore sex; having never been a Laura Gemser fan, her 
innumerable romps in the sack come across as little more than 
tired filler, thus keeping the film from gaining any real 
momentum. 

Hey, what did you expect, for crying out loud? It's a 
Joe d' Amato film, after all. 

Devon Says... 

Emmanuelle e gli Ultimi Cannibali is another soft- 
core Emmanuelle movie from D'amato, so of course it has out- 
landish violence, although none of it is as disturbing as the 
faux snuff footage from Emmanuelle Nera en America (1976). 
Emmanuelle e gli Ultimi Cannibali opens with a nurse who 
has her breast bitten off and eaten. It would appear that the 
viewer is in for a very sleazy and vile movie. While this is true, 
what follows is rarely in the same vein as that initial attack. 

Although there is the obligatory cannibal castration, 
the effect is poorly done and the camera is out of focus, so it's 
not as disturbing as it could have been. There is also a decapi- 
tation, as well as an extremely messy nipple amputation; 
evidently nipple amputation is not as painful as one might 
think, as the victim seems quite content to just stand there as 
the procedure occurs. If the film had more effects like those, 
then the US re-titling of Trap Them and Kill Them could be 
justified. But it's not. A far more accurate title would have 
been Trap Them and Bed Them, because most of the movie 
focuses on people copulating. On a riverfront across from a 
busy metropolis. In the jungle. In a hut. Wherever. If you're 
into Gemser, she's nude a lot. If you're not, she's still nude 
quite a lot. 

Like La Montagna del dio Cannibale, Emmanuelle 
includes a snake attack. In this, a boa lands on Gemser, and it 
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Video Box Art for The Folks at Red Wolf Inn (1972) Academy 


►► Emanuelle e gli Ultimi Cannibali continued. . . 
looks like the snake is really squeezing her. The poor animal 
(no, not Gemser) is then shot in the head, so one can probably 
assume that the snake was not someone's pet. Perhaps there 
was a stand in for the close up shot of the snake getting a 
bullet in the head? Or maybe, just maybe, Gemser was stupid 
enough to let a wild boa be wrapped around her neck? 

Worthwhile for a one-off viewing if you're a fan of 
Green Hell films, and probably worth many repeated viewings 
if you appreciate Gemser's body of work. 

The Folks at Red Wolf Inn (1972) 

The Red Wolf Company [US] 

DIR: Bud Townsend 

PRO: Michael Macready 

SCR: Allen J. Actor 

DOP: John McNichol 
MUS: Bill Marx 

STR: Margret Avery, Linda Gillen, Mary Jackson, Michael 


Macready, John Nielson, Earl Parker, Arthur Space 
and Janet Wood 
AKA: Club Dead 

Terror at Red Wolf Inn 
Terror House 
Terror on the Menu 
Approximately 78m; Color 
VHS: Club Dead [Electric Video; 78m] 

Terror at Red Wolf Inn 

[Academy Home Entertainment; 90(78)m] 

Terror on the Menu [Cougar Video; 78m] 

A lonely college girl wins a free all expenses paid 
vacation, despite the fact that she never entered any contests. 
Taking advantage of the opportunity, she arrives at a seaside 
country inn, along with several other girls her age, and is given 
the royal treatment by the owners, an older couple and their 
awkward--but not altogether unpleasant— teenage son. Things 
seem pretty innocuous until the guests try to leave, or even 
contact the outside world. 

The Folks at Red Wolf Inn is a reasonably engaging, 
well-made shocker, although it is beset with its fair share of 
lulls. ( Especially when it comes to the nightly dinner party 
sequences, which one would swear were filmed in real time.) 
The fact that the film is able to hold one's attention for any 
amount of time is quite surprising, considering its predictable 
nature. To be blunt, we've seen it all before. (This film bears a 
remarkable similarity to Ivan Reitman's Cannibal Girls and 
Laurence Harvey's Welcome to Arrow Beach (1974) — sans the 
sleaze and splatter— although it predates both.) Still, the film 
retains enough quirkiness as to set it apart. Displaying the 
credits in the form of a menu is a clever touch, and the film's 
touching "first kiss" scene is, well, equally disturbing and 
hilarious, and has to be seen to be believed. 

As a horror film, though, The Folks at the Red Wolf 
Inn never quite makes the grade. Although all of the perform- 
ances are convincing enough, it's hard to feel sorry for the lead 
actress as she falls into the role of victim far to easily; failing to 
fight back or take advantage of the innumerable opportunities 
of escape that comes her way, the viewer is more apt to get 
frustrated and wish her a quick death instead. 

By the director of the stale Cameron Mitchell shocker 
Nightmare in Wax (1966) and the X-rated musical Alice in 
Wonderland (1975). 

Devon Says... 

Scott and I were just having a discussion about how 
Halloween (1978) is a damn good film, although I have always 
really disliked how Michael gets up at the end after being shot. 
Scott, on the other hand, claimed to enjoy the supernatural 
suggestion. He also pointed out that at the time of its release it 
jivas something fresh and original, whereas now it's an idea so 
hackneyed even Kevin Williamson could conceive of it. This is 
often the problem with trail-blazing movies when viewed 
years later: The aspects that once made them unique have since 
become mundane because of others copying the formula. 

This fate has befallen The Folks at Red Wolf Inn. 
Despite a sense of having seen it all before, though, the film is 
still enjoyable. Silly, but enjoyable. Sure, the film's twist in- 
volving cannibalism is now quite predictable, but who would 
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expect the wacky one-man re-enactment of a USO show in the 
middle of dinner? 

Although dated, this film has some wonderful 
moments with which to catch today's jaded viewers off guard. 
The best scene— which has to be one of the funniest things ever 
captured on film — involves a mud shark and a display of the 
world's best romantic timing. There's a sense of humor run- 
ning throughout the whole film, and the touches at the end 
truly highlight what a pleasant viewing experience it is. Some- 
thing of a cross between Parents (1989) and Delicatessen 
(1991), but predating both of those releases. (And it's far better 
than that damn Randy Quaid movie.) 

Although I really liked this movie, I did have one 
problem with it. The elderly couple who run the inn are 
cannibals, which is pretty obvious right away. There are 
numerous references to how good the food is, so they are 
cannibals for taste, as opposed to necessity. Many people prefer 
steak to hamburger, but have to settle for McDonald's some- 
times. Was it really necessary for the family to constantly have 
a human meat supply on hand? Go a day here and there 
without anthropophagy! Kill one person a month and keep 
that meat for special occasions! Not every meal needs to be 
gourmet. Lousy spoiled cannibals. 

The Folks at Red Wolf Inn is highly recommended, 
but be forewarned: There is rumored to be a version fifteen 
minutes longer that is apparently quite sluggish. 

The Ghoul (1974) 

Tyburn Film Productions Ltd. [UK] 

DIR: Frederick Francis ( aka Freddie Francis) 

PRO: Kevin Francis 

SCR: Anthony Hinds ( aka John Elder) 

DOP: John Wilcox 

MUS: Harry Robertson ( aka Harry Robinson) 

STR: Alexandra Bastedo, Stewart Bevan, Veronica Carlson, 

John D. Collins, Peter Cushing, Don Henderson, John 

Hurt, Ian McCulloch, Dan Meaden 

and Gwen Watford 
AKA: The Thing in the Attic 
Approximately 88m; Color 

VHS: The Ghoul [InterGlobal Home Video; 90(83)m] 

ADL: It's Unspeakable Evil. It Lives on Human Flesh. 

A party of flappers stages an automobile race to 
Land's End. One of the two couples stalls their Model T; while 
the man is gone in search of petrol— apparently, no one 
thought of checking the gas tanks before driving halfway 
across England — his fair accomplice wanders off into the 
moors and stumbles across an ominous stranger (Hurt) and a 
supposedly abandoned house. The head of the household 
(Cushing), an ex-priest who has a fetish for East Indian culture, 
offers his hospitality. Unfortunately, her host who "prays to 
have his faith restored" also harbors some mysterious secrets. 

The Ghoul might as well have been produced by 
Hammer Studios; it's not surprising that it bears the look and 
feel of Hammer's output, when one notices that most everyone 
involved in this film once worked for them. An enjoyable low- 
key shocker, it displays many a gothic staple (an isolated 
mansion, a nai've young woman in distress, a shuttered room, 
family skeletons, et al.) although it does offer the viewer a few 


surprises. Unfortunately, the filmmakers sabotaged much of 
the mystery themselves; not only does the title give away the 
culprit of the gruesome crimes, they also include a dictionary 
definition for "ghoul" at the beginning of the film. 

The cast is comprised mostly of genre pros, including 
Hammer veteran Peter Cushing; a young Ian McCulloch, star 
of many an Italian splatter flick; and Veronica Carlson, who 
previously contributed to such Hammer efforts as Dracula Has 
Risen from the Grave (1968) and Frankenstein Must Be 
Destroyed (1969). The Ghoul also boasts John Hurt in one of 
his creepiest roles, six years before he made the big time with 
David Lynch's The Elephant Man (1980). 

Despite the sordid subject matter, there's only a 
smidgeon of gore to be had. Even worse, the titular man-eater 
is one of the most ineffectual ever featured in such a film, and 
the viewer feels justifiably cheated in light of the effective 
build-up. Anti-climactic doesn't begin to describe it. 

Devon Says... 

Egh, more British dreck. Don't be mistakenly fooled 
into thinking The Ghoul might be good because it has Ian 
McCulloch in it. Not only does Ian disappear for most of the 
movie, he also never gets to take an outboard motor to any- 
one's head. Starring along with McCulloch is John Hurt, years 
before he taught everyone why to stay away from suspicious 
looking pods whilst in outer space. 

Like most British horror. The Ghoul is slow in build- 
ing, and the big shock isn't all that shocking. The one thing of 
interest within the story is the eastern concept of ghouls, which 
is left virtually unexplored. One wishes the titular fiend had 
been as well, because when he does finally turn up, he looks 
like a Rameses reject from The Ten Commandments (1956). 

Then there are the terrible gore effects, especially a 
knife in the head. There's also two characters caught in a 
boggy marsh, both supposedly "doomed," yet both would 
obviously be able to get out if they'd stop yelling about how 
stuck they were for two seconds and grab the solid land that 
was less than a foot away from each of them. Worst Moment of 
the Film Award goes to the guy who's pretending to be dead 
early in the film, though. He's supposed to look like he's 
foaming at the mouth, but it really looks like he's gargling 
manchowder. Perhaps this was meant to be a visual represent- 
ation of the bad taste British horror movies can leave in one's 
mouth. 

The Hills Have Eyes (1977) 

Blood Relations Company [US] 

DIR: Wes Craven 

PRO: Peter Locke 

SCR: Wes Craven 

DOP: Eric Saarinen 

SFX: Greg Auer and John Frazier 

MFX: Dave Ayres and Ken Horn 

MUS: Don Peake 

STR: Michael Berryman, Janus Blythe, Ethel Carter, Cordy 

Clark, Flora, Lance Gordon, Russ Grieve, Robert 
Houston, Susan Lanier, Peter Locke (aka Arthur 
King), Brenda Marinoff, Martin Speer, John 
Steadman, Striker, Virginia Vincent, Dee Wallace 
and James Whitworth 
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» The Hills Have Eyes continued. . . 

AKA: La Colina del Terror [The -Hills of Terror] 

La Colline a des Yeux [The Hills Have Eyes] 
Approximately 89m; Color 

VHS: The Hills Have Eyes [Harmony Vision; 89m] 

The Hills Have Eyes [Vestron Video; 87m] 

ADL: A Nice American Family. They Didn't Want to Kill. 

But They Didn't Want to Die. 

A family on their way to California decides to stop by 
their old silver mine situated near the remnants of a desert 
community. A gas station owner, about ready to pack up and 
hit the road himself, warns them to "stay on the main road." 
For reasons to be disclosed, he is reluctant to tell them that the 
hills are the stomping grounds for a family of inbred cannibals. 
They ignore the old man's warnings (of course), and quickly 
find themselves stranded in the middle of nowhere. With food 
quite scarce, the rival family decides to prepare for hard times 
and take advantage of the conveniently timed meal on wheels. 

This follow-up to Wes Craven's infamous Last House 
on the Left (1973) is a highly effective low-budget shocker in 
the same vein as The Texas Chain Saw Massacre. (The story, 
though, owes everything to the legend of the Sawney Beane 
clan, a family of cave-dwelling cannibals in fifteenth century 
Scotland who were thought to be responsible for the dis- 
appearance of at least a thousand victims— unwary travelers 
captured, robbed, and pickled by the monstrous criminals.) 
The production values are quite low, but— like that other film 
by Tobe Hooper— this "grit" actually benefits the presentation, 
instilling a level of realism that is not to be found in slicker 
fare. The violence is brutal, although not gratuitous, and 
actually compliments the tension as opposed to detracting 
from it (like so many splatter films made since). 

Performances are also quite good for an independent 
horror film of this caliber. Dee Wallace makes an early film 
appearance as one of the white bread campers, and Michael 
Berryman makes his horror film debut as Pluto, one of the 
bloodthirsty kinfolk, a role that made him something of a 
commodity in exploitation films. Even those players who 
didn't go on to have successful careers are more than adept in 
their parts, helping to establish characters with which the 
viewer can relate. 

The Hills Have Eyes is a testament to what can be 
accomplished in the genre with a little innovation; it is because 
of this that the viewer may wish that someone take away 
Craven's financial backing so he would have to start again at 
square one and— hopefully — find a way to reclaim his title as a 
director with which to be reckoned. (Tobe Hooper and John 
Carpenter should be similarly divested of substantial funds, 
but that's neither here nor there.) 

By the way, if you weren't aware of it. The Hills 
Have Eyes spawned a turd of a sequel that is better left buried. 

Devon Says... 

What does the horror genre have against German 
Shepherds? They suffer cruelty in The Pack (1977), The Nest 
(1988), The Unholy (1988), Peter Jackson's Braindead (1991), et 
al. The only thing with a lower survival rate in a horror film is 
a security guard. Here is one of the early champions of Alsa- 
tian death, The Hills Have Eyes, which features a gutted 


German Shepherd. The Hills Have Eyes is the product of a 
younger, angrier Wes Craven and has the same gritty feel as 
his Last House On the Left. Both of these films are more 
reality-based than most of Craven's later work, feeding off real 
life fears. Whereas Last House on the Left preyed on the fear 
of ending up in a very compromising situation. Craven's 
follow-up seems to go after women's fear that men will not 
heed the warnings of people at service stations but drive 
where ever they "know" is right. What fear does the film 
capitalize on for men? The fact that women are right about men 
not heeding the warnings of service station attendants. 

The Hills Have Eyes does not have anywhere near 
the ghastly impact of The Last House on The Left, but it does 
have a certain sleazy charm of its own. Its dirty look captures 
the desert scenery well, and any movie where the family clown 
earns his title by eating baby toes is fine by me. Combine the 
usual inspired Berryman performance with the giant rattler 
finale, and one's left with a classic of 70s horror. But stay the 
hell away from the sequel! 

The Incredible Torture Show (1976) 

Rochelle Films [US] 

DIR: Joel M. Reed 

PRO: Alan C. Margolin 

SCR: Joel M. Reed 

DOP: Gerry Toll 

SFX: Bob O'Bradovich 

MFX: Bob O'Bradovich 

MUS: Michael Sahl 

STR: Athena Anderson, Janis Beaver, Judy Best, Arlana 

Blue, Michelle Craig, George Davalos, Louie de Jesus, 
Alphonso de Noble ( aka Alphonso), Alan Dellay, Dan 
Fauci, Karen Fraser, Joann Friedman, Sharani Gomez, 
Juliet Graham, Carol Henry, Ilia Howe, Robert Kirsh, 
Viju Krem, Carol Mara, Niles McMaster, Rita 
Montone, Seamus O'Brien, Ernie Pysher, Gail Renay, 
Saiyanidi, Lynette Sheldon, Linda Small, Jennifer 
Stock, Helen Thompson, Evalyna Wade, Suzanne 
Wall and Erica Wolfe 
AKA: Blood Sucking Freaks 
Bloodsucking Freaks 

The Heritage of Caligula— An Orgy of Sick Minds 
The House of the Screaming Virgins 
Approximately 88m; Color 

DVD: Bloodsucking Freaks [Troma Video; 91(88)m; RO] 
PAL: Bloodsucking Freaks 

[Cult Video; 88m; In English w/ Dutch subs] 

VID: Bloodsucking Freaks [Troma Video; 91(88)m] 

Bloodsucking Freaks [Vestron Video; 88m] 

The Heritage of Caligula— An Orgy of Sick Minds 
[Magnum Entertainment; 88m] 

ADL: Join the Fun!.. Human Dart Boards... 

Home Style Brain Surgery... Dental Hijinks! 

Women are abducted by a sadist and his leering half- 
pint sidekick— Sardu and Ralphus, respectively —and forced to 
perform in their Theatre of the Macabre, a two-bit grand 
guignol art house located on the lower east side. Unbeknownst 
to die audience, the deaths and dismemberments put on dis- 
play are the real McCoy, and not clever parlor tricks as Sardu 
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you have a pathological need to dwell on low-rent horrors of yesteryear, 
at the risk of losing social acceptance? Have you suffered a reduction in 
basic motor skills, thanks to one too many Al Adamson films and/or 
Eerie Publications? Well, put your worries to rest, because we here 
at Stigmata Press are more than willing to take advantage of you 
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• Ready-to-Frame Certificate of Membership 
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• Limited Edition TRASHFIEND Vomit Bag 
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• Updates of Special Offers available ONLY to members 

• All of the abuse we can legally inflict upon your person 
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The Official TRASHFIEND Fan Club, c/o Stigmata Press, PO Box 5273, Everett, WA 98206-5273. 
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Take my money and inundate me with useless ephemera, 
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earned cash. Enclosed is my payment of $13.83 for which 

1 will be branded for life as an outcast and pariah. [ 
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» The Incredible Torture Show continued. 
double-handedly implies. (This ploy evokes H.G. Lewis' The 
Wizard of Gore (1970), a film with which The Incredible 
Torture Show shares many other similarities as well.) 

I can't begin to tell you how many times I've sat 
through this film. Not because I enjoy it— I'm almost reluctant 
to admit that I harbor no such love for this film— but because I 
feel compelled to re-evaluate it every few years. I should like 
this film, if only because it was made in the midst of the 1970s, 
and managed to accrue some notoriety even in light of that 
decade's liberal standards. How? The Incredible Torture 
Show manages to reach heights of sadism rarely seen, even in 
the most vicious splatter films, administering the sick goings- 
on with tongue planted firmly in cheek. So over-the-top are the 
proceedings that the film probably would have come across as 
a comedy even without the tasteless one-liners that punctuate 
the scenes of violence. But, alas, not a scintilla of wit can be 
found amidst the acres of boobs and bloodshed, so the film 
never amounts to anything more than tasteless juvenilia. (To 
no one's surprise, it's currently available from Troma.) 

Nary a taboo is left unexplored or unexploited, in- 
cluding cannibalism. A critic abducted by Sardu's henchmen is 
forced to live off of human flesh to survive. The director and 
his dwarf assistant make a snack out of "lady's fingers." A 
mad doctor— who himself drills a hole in one young lady's 
head and gleefully sucks out the fluids with a straw— is fed to 
a horde of feral women Sardu keeps caged in the theater's 
basement. (In what I assume to be poetic justice, Sardu himself 
falls into their clutches and consumed during the finale, 
although the "feminist" punch line is barely worth a groan.) In 
light of the unrepentant sadism and necrophilic excesses, these 
moments of anthropophagia seem almost quaint. 

Shortly after the film's initial theatrical release, a 
number of women's groups attacked the film on the grounds 
that it promoted violence towards women. Although there is 
no factual basis that such films fuel misogynistic behavior in 
people already predisposed to it (let alone influence others 
exposed to it), one really can't blame such detractors for 
getting up in arms. Even though it is difficult to take seriously 
the film's mistreatment of women, it doesn't make the 
proceedings any less offensive or any less perturbing. Every 
female that is presented onscreen is immediately stripped, 
humiliated, tortured, and finally murdered... all for the 
purpose of entertainment. Although this in itself is a telling 
statement about the media, and is a worthy subject of explora- 
tion, it is doubtful that the filmmakers intended this film to be 
anything more than a sick joke. 

Even as far as unadulterated exploitation goes, the 
film lacks any real verve. The production values are a few 
notches above, say, Lewis' aforementioned The Wizard of 
Gore, but The Incredible Torture Show lacks that film's manic 
ingenuity and "so-bad-it's-good" charm. Seamus O'Brien is 
passable as the melo-dramatic Sardu, but cohort Louie de Jesus 
has none of the talent or charisma displayed by The Sinful 
Dwarf's Torben Bille; he's yet another leering dwarf whose 
every other line is "Yes, Master." Ultimately, what should be a 
truly shocking film is handled in such a way as to render the 
proceedings virtually impotent, even boring once the novelty 
has worn off. The Incredible Torture Show is an enigma, to be 
sure, but a very uninteresting one. 


Although announced, a sequel was never forthcom- 
ing. I guess we should thank someone for this small favor. 

Devon Says... 

One could easily assume that the inclusion of feral, 
naked, cannibal women in a film is a guaranteed way to offer 
cheap thrills. The Incredible Torture Show exists in order to 
prove there is exception to this rule. 

The Incredible Torture Show was picked up for 
distribution by Troma, and retitled Bloodsucking Freaks. I am 
all for accurate retitlings — there is indeed a freak of a man who 
sucks bloody bits of brain from a girl's head — but the original 
title is far more appropriate. Many mistakenly think that the 
original title was in reference to the characters' suffering, but it 
more accurately cites the suffering the audience would endure 
while trying to watch this putrid film. 

The Incredible Torture Show was helmed by people 
previously involved in the sex film industry. Perhaps having 
gotten used to their audience wanting to see as much as 
possible, they took the same approach of leaving naught to the 
imagination when they took a stab at the horror genre. The 
result is almost ninety minutes of naked women being 
tortured... horribly. No, not horribly tortured; it's the special 
effects that are horrible. 

This film made Stanley Wiater's list of the most dis- 
turbing horror films ever made. I've never been overly disturb- 
ed by the movie, simply because it's impossible to take any- 
thing serious in a film where the now titular bloodsucking 
freak sings opera while unconvincingly drilling open a girl's 
head. Or where a dwarf (actor Luis "The Anal Dwarf" de 
Jesus) uses a severed head as a sex toy. Luis evidently had 
another go at a decapitated cranium, albeit much more 
explicitly, in an XXX film a few years later. This is not the kind 
of behavior one expects from a man who played an Ewok in 
Return of the Jedi (1987). 

There is cannibalism in The Incredible Torture 
Show, though. The dwarf eats an eye on stage, and there's the 
brain sucking, but most of the mano eat mano stems from the 
unclothed, caged, feral cannibal women. Just like their Green 
Hell counterparts, these nude ladies rip out innards and rub 
them all over their bodies when they feast. It's stupid, but 
check out the finale for their idea of having a wiener. 

Microwave Massacre (1979) 

See The Gorehound's Guide to Splatter Films of the 1970s 

Mondo Cannibale [Cannibal World] (1979) 

Eurocine [Fr] 

DIR: Jesus Franco Manera 

PRO: Franco Prosperi 

SCR: Jesus Franco Manera and A.L. Mariaux 

DOP: Luis Colombo 

SFX: Michael Nizza 

MUS: Roberto Pregadio 

STR: Ram6n Ardid, Pier Luigi Conti, Monique Delaunay, 

Jerome Foulon, Anouchka Lesoeur, Jesus Franco 
Manera, Olivier Mathot, Antonio Mayans (aka Robert 
Foster), Shirley Night, Lina Romay (aka Candy 
Coster), Anne Marie Rosier and Sabrina Siani 
AKA: Barbarian Goddess 
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Die Blonde Gttttin [The Blonde Goddess] 

I Cannibales [The Cannibals] 

Cannibals 

La D6a Cannibale [The Cannibal Goddess] 

La D6ese Blonde [The Blonde Goddess] 

La Deese Cannibale [The Cannibal Goddess] 

Une Fille pour les Cannibales 
[A Young Girl for the Cannibals] 

Mangeurs d'Hommes [Man-Eaters] 

Mondo Cannibale 3 Teil — Die Blonde Gttttin 
[Cannibal World Part 3— The Blonde Goddess] 

Sexo Canibal [Sex Cannibal] 

White Cannibal Queen 
Approximately 90m; Color 
PAL: Cannibals [CineHollywood; 87m] 

VHS: Cannibals [Day Connection; 87m] 

Mondo Cannibale [Action Vid6o; 86m] 

White Cannibal Queen 
[Video City Productions; 90m] 

ADL: Kidnapped by Cannibals! Raised to Eat Human Flesh! 

While on a scientific expedition, a family is attacked 
by cannibals. The mother is promptly gobbled up, whereas the 
father escapes short an appendage. The young daughter is pre- 
sumed dead, but Daddy hasn't given up. Several years later, 
he packs his bags and heads back to South America to discover 
that— not only is she still alive— she has been raised by the 
natives as a "White Goddess" (apparently the only "English" 
they know outside of some "oom papa mau mau" lyrics). 

Despite some nasty gore, Mondo Cannibale is one of 
the worst cannibal epics to ever make it to these shores. It's no 
surprise when one discovers that it was perpetrated not by 
some Italian hackmeister, but the Spanish hackmeister Jesus 
Franco Manera. He may produce some engaging works when 
fiddling around with his own obsessions and fetishes, but his 
works-for-hire tend to be— How can I put this delicately? — the 
most unwatchable pieces of excrement to ever to hit the silver 
screen. The terms "crude" and "hackneyed" don't even begin 
to describe some of these films. Although Mondo Cannibale 
isn't as taxing as some of his even less-inspired works, it is still 
a really, really bad movie. 

The production values are simply abysmal, with 
complete and utter disregard for realism and continuity. The 
"natives" are obviously well groomed Spaniards (Some with 
mustaches and sideburns, no less!) painted up like excommun- 
icated members of KISS. Another dead giveaway that it wasn't 
filmed on location is the terrain; methinks that palm trees and 
manicured lawns probably aren't indigenous to the area 
affectionately known as "Green Hell." 

Although most cannibal films are inherently racist, 
this one is mired in it, from the embarrassing native-speak 
(oogly oogly to you too) to the racist fantasies that form the 
crux of the "White Goddess" plot device. Sure, the film may 
not exploit real natives, but it sure as heck sets them back a few 
centuries. 

But wait, there's more. As I mentioned earlier on, 
gore is dished out liberally, but the carnage is photographed in 
extreme close-up, with the camera often out of focus. 
Obviously, this was to save on the spendy effects that usually 
punctuate these films. No need to make it look good; just get a 
tight shot of someone chewing on raw meat wrapped around 


someone's limb, douse it with red paint, blur the image or run 
it in slo-mo, and— Bingo! — SPFX Are Us. 

There is still much confusion as to the year for this 
film, as it is usually listed as 1980 but obviously predates Julio 
Perez Tabemero's Terror Canibal (which has been cited as be- 
ing made between 1979 and 1982) as it shamelessly "borrows" 
some of the cannibal footage from Franco's effort. For now. I'll 
assume they're both 1970s klunkers. Furthermore, American 
prints cite Franco Prosperi as the director of Mondo Canni- 
bale; although a hack in his own right, I don't think that even 
he has made anything as bad as this. 

Devon Says... 

Not far into this film, it becomes apparent Mondo 
Cannibale is the work of one Jesse Franco; a ridiculous song 
begins... and never really ends. Although it is repeated fewer 
times than the "Faceless" theme from Les Pr&dateurs de la 
Nuit (1988), the song is still annoying. 

Surprisingly, the zooma zoom zooms are slightly less 
aggravating in this film than they are in other Franco efforts. 
Far more headache inducing is the slow motion footage of 
cannibals who breathe really heavily while munching on raw 
meat. (At least Deodato let's his actors cook the food first.) The 
slo-mo feast is just one of the many silly things in this movie, 
though. The natives wear make-up that looks like an amalgam 
of a kabuki actor and Peter Criss. Also on display are some 
European extras hopping in circles— must be one of those 
"native rituals" — and an amputee effect that would not be 
topped until Forrest Gump (1994). If all that weren't enough, 
this is also one of those fascinating films where the players' 
lips continue moving long after the dialogue is delivered. 

After putting up with this for ninety tedious minutes. 
I'm hoping that someone will find Franco and — if I can make a 
reference to another cannibal film — make him die slowly. 

II Montagna del Dio Cannibale 

[The Mountain of the Cannibal God] (1977) 

Dania Film [It] Medusa Distribuzione [It] 

DIR: Sergio Martino 

PRO: Luciano Martino 

SCR: Cesare Frugoni and Sergio Martino 

DOP: Giancarlo Ferrando 

MUS: Guido de Angelis and Maurizio de Angelis 
STR: Ursula Andress, Claudio Cassinelli, Franco Fantasia, 

Stacy Keach, Carlo Longhi, Antonio Marsina, T.M. 
Munna, Luigina Rocchi, Akushla Sellajaah, Lanfranco 
Spinola, Henry Stevenson, M. Suki and Dudley 
Wanaguru 

AKA: Prisoner of the Cannibal God 
Slave of the Cannibal God 
Die Weifie GtJttin der Kannibalen 
[The White Goddess of the Cannibals] 

Approximately 103m; Color X? 

DVD: Mountain of the Cannibal God 

[Anchor Bay Entertainment; 103m; LBX; Rl] 

Slave of the Cannibal God 
[Diamond Entertainment; 84m; LBX; Rl] 
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Interviewed by Scati Aowtt Stine w/ Vemi Benfack 

Actor Michael Berryman has a cult following that 
spans several genres, from low-budget horror to made-for- 
television science fiction. By fans of the former, he is most 
remembered for his role as the cannibalistic Pluto in Wes 
Craven's The Hills Have Eyes (1977) and — to a lesser degree— 
his work with Italian filmmaker Ruggero Deodato. As for the 
latter, his appearances in The X-Files and various Star Trek 
outings have garnered him fans that subscribe to those 
franchises. Much appreciated, he has taken time from his busy 
schedule to answer a few questions about his career as an 
actor, and to share his thoughts about film in general. 

• What was the first horror film you saw as a child? What kind 
of impression did it leave on you? 

m. The first horror film I saw as a child was House of 
Frankenstein (1944). I loved the story and, of course, blamed 
all that happened on the doctor, having an innate understand- 
ing of the monster and his experience. I remember rooting for 
him and not liking the townspeople or the police inspector. I 
was impressed with being afraid and involved with the 
storyline at the same time. I had a tough time getting to sleep 
that night and had my Mom leave the hall light on for me. 


• That was one of my favorites as a child, having seen it for the 
first time on a late night double bill with House of Dracula 
(1945). All of those monsters under one roof had a tremendous 
appeal. What do you -as an actor with a career spanning 
thirty years -see as the most noticeable differences between 
modern day horror films and those of the 1970s? 

{KB: Modern day horror films are up front, and have the 
sharpness of image going for them, and better effects and 
prosthetics that look real... if they have a budget. Over the 
years, theme has been replaced with star appeal and geo- 
graphies. Studios do not trust writers like they should; they 
listen too much to accountants and bean counters. In the 
earlier days, budgets were smaller and the directors, actors 
and writers had more heart. The casts were more ensemble. 

• Even from an outsider's perspective, I couldn't agree with 
you more. What do you consider the pinnacles in horror, 
whether it be film and/or literature, and why? What do you 
consider the low points of the genre? 

{KB: Pinnacles in horror? Well, the classics, of course. They are 
always great, but there are less of them every year. You know, 
those films that push the envelope, like The Hills Have Eyes 
and The Silence of the Lambs (1991). Most sequels are dim 
and lackluster. A low point would have to be films like The 
Corpse Grinders (1971) and the like. But every field has its 
bottom feeders. Something for every taste! That's my motto. 

• One may get the impression that, even though you've been in 
numerous horror films, that as a filmgoer it may not be your 
cup of tea. Acting aside, what would you consider your 
favorite genre when it comes to films? Who are some of your 
favorite filmmakers and/or actors? Is there anyone in parti- 
cular that has inspired you? 

{KB: I do love the genre, however film covers a wide scope. My 
favorites are films like Dark City (1998), The Crow (1993) and 
Blade Runner (1982). I love Ridley Scott's work. I recently saw 
The Lord of the Rings (2001), a new favorite. My favorite 
genre actors would have to be Peter Cushing and Boris Karloff. 
And, of course, Vincent Price. 

• How much film experience did you have prior to The Hills 
Have Eyes, and how did you find out about the role? Did you 
have any idea the impact the film would have, or how your 
character more than any other would become synonymous 
with it? 

{KB: Prior to Hills 1 had just finished working on One Flew 
Over the Cuckoo's Nest (1975). That was 127 days of 
incredible effort, growth and genius. (Mine included.) I had 
only worked one day before that in George Pal's Doc Savage 
(1975). My agent sent me out on the inter-view with Peter 
Locke and Wes Craven. As far as impact, I really did not have 
any thought about its longevity. However, during the filming, 
it became very obvious to me that the "white bread family" 
and the actors who portrayed them were afraid of us. They 
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would rarely hang out with us at the hotel or dinner, on or off 
the set. They were very intimidated. I thought this worked 
quite well in Wes' favor. My character's persona and image 
was placed on the poster art and all advertising. I had a 
meeting with executive producer Peter Locke who told me that 
because I was such a joy to work with, even under extreme 
filming conditions, that he was choosing me for the cover art. I 
asked, "Why not Poppa Jupiter?" Peter told me that he 
complained too much and made a lot of demands after filming 
started. I thanked him for launching my face around the 
world. And he did. 


• There are a handful of films 
from the 1970s -The Hills 
Have Eyes among them - that 
are considered definitive by 
fans and film historians alike 
when it comes to genre films 
from that decade. Why do you 
think this is in the case of Wes 
Craven's film? 


WB: For the 1970s style of 
films, it is noted that Hills took 
on some themes that were kept 
suppressed in past horror 
films. The revenge response 
that the "white bread" family 
took to us "hills" family was 
brutal and honest. By society's 
standards at the time, these 
actions were not considered 
civilized. What Hills was 
trying to say in part was that 
when given no option, humans 
are quite capable of survival in 
a visceral response. Instead of 
a monster, we're dealing with 
horrific circumstances. 


• Which is why The Hills 
Have Eyes is far scarier than 
any monster movie; it is something with which most people 
ca?i relate, and deals with the innate fear of protecting our 
loved ones from a very conceivable threat. Which brings to 
mind another movie that exploits similar fears, The Texas 
Chain Saw Massacre (1974). Have you seen Hooper's film, 
and - if so - what are your thoughts on it? 


WB: The Texas Chain Saw Massacre was a classic; a story of 
family and societal pressures from accepted and rejected 
mores. Also, a classic theme of isolation and survival; normal 
becomes a question of perspective. 


also boasts a similar sense of discomfort. In retrospect, do you 
feel that it was a demanding role for you and the other 
participants? 


WB: The shooting atmosphere was barren and stark. We had a 
limited budget. While driving to the set one morning, I was in 
the motor home with Peter Locke and I read the rental 
agreement. I read out loud "Peter, it says here that you agree 
not to take this coach off the pavement." We had a good laugh 
over that one! The dust and cold at night, and general 
discomfort lent itself well to 
the film's realism and sense of 
crisis. I embraced it. 


• How much of the character of 
Pluto was a product of the 
original script, and how much 
was improvisational? Of 
course, every actor helps define 
the character he or she plays, 
but what do you feel were your 
major contributions to the 
character? 


WB: Pluto was mostly my 
personality allowed to go to 
the limits of creative expres- 
sion. I let it all hang out, my 
man. I used to camp outdoors 
a lot growing up. I used to live 
in the same desert that we 
filmed in. I made Pluto smart 
and wickedly effective. This 
was Wes' concept and I 
enjoyed bringing out Pluto's 
survival smarts. For instance, I 
chose not to take the soda cans 
from the refrigerator during 
the trailer attack. I looked at 
them while I grabbed all the 
good food, and left a red and 
green apple also. I thought it 
was a nice touch. I remember a 
scene when Pluto is spying on the family and he shows his 
knife. Wes wanted me to scrape it on a rock quickly to show 
tension toward the forthcoming attack. Told Wes that Pluto 
would always have his knife sharp and ready. A rock would 
not be where he would sharpen a weapon. I got my way. 


• Your input shows; of all the antagonists, your performance 
as Pluto was the most convincing. Unlike your kinsfolk, you 
were the only one who seemed to be able to stay in character 
throughout. Do you have any particularly interesting anec- 
dotes concerning The Hills Have Eyes? 


• Much of the success with Tobe Hooper's The Texas Chain 
Saw Massacre can be attributed to its grueling atmosphere, 
which -as it turns out -was a reflection of the demands made 
on cast and crew alike during the shoot. The Hills Have Eyes 


WB: The rattlesnake we used was from a local reptile handler. 
During lunch one day, the serpent got loose and slithered past 
the crew. I knew it was a Mojave Green. These babies are very 
deadly; worse than a regular rattler. I told Peter; he was quite 
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Michael Berryman as Pluto in The Hills Have Eyes (1977) 


nervous about it. One of the actresses picked it up! She gave it 
to the handler. Charming, yes? 

• More like insane. It's a shame they didn't get that on camera; 
it would have been great to see everyone else's reactions. Then 
there's the sequel. Watching The Hills Have Eyes— Part 
Two (1984), one gets the feeling that everyone involved was 
uninspired by the material, that no one's heart was really in it. 
What were your thoughts on the sequel? 

WtB: My heart was in the role of Pluto in the sequel. I thought 
the script was more for a Melrose Place type of audience 
rather than a horror audience. Wes did redeem himself with A 
Nightmare on Elm Street (1984) and The Serpent and the 
Rainbow (1987). 

• 7 agree; Hills 2 did come across as a shallow melodrama, but 
by way of second-rate slasher fare. Except for the hokey 
ending, I thought The Serpent and the Rainbow was the 
best of his later films as well. The Hills Have Eyes— Part 
Two is the only film I know of that actor John Bloom has been 
in outside of a handful of Al Adamson films (Dracula Vs. 
Frankenstein and Brain of Blood among them). What was 
it like working with him? 

WtB: Bloom was a great guy, but we hated his make-up. 

• Are there any interesting stories you can recall concerning 
the shoot of Hills 2 ? 

WtB: We had a different producer on the second film. One 
night the local sheriff came by our hotel to investigate some 
inappropriate behavior by the production company. The very 
night before I was in the local newspaper lending my support 
for the local animal shelter at a dinner party. I heard that some 
hush monies were used to keep the film company in the hotel 
and allowed in the city. I lost all respect for that particular 


producer. I told him to his face that he was a serious sick fuck. 
Truth is tough love, you know. 

• What do you think of Wes Craven's films, in particidar those 
in which you were associated? 

WtB: The Hills Have Eyes, of course, is my favorite. I really 
enjoyed working with Wes again in the role of William Gluntz. 
Deadly Blessing (1981) was better than most reviewers give it 
credit. 

• It is underrated, and - unfortunately — is usually lumped in 
with his lesser efforts. Aside from that, what were some of the 
genre films in which you were involved that pleased you when 
all was said and done? Were there any that you wished you 
had not been in, for whatever reasons? 

WtB: My favorite role was as Van Helsing in "The Reluctant 
Vampire" episode of Tales from the Crypt. There are always 
some scenes that could be better. 

• What would you consider the most challenging role you were 
ever offered? As far as your performance is concerned, what 
would you consider your most satisfying role, or the one for 
which you are most proud? 

WtB: My performance in The X-Files is by far my most proud 
moment. The role was very special. I played the protector of a 
young boy from the efforts of Satan. There was no actor at the 
audition that could give the role justice but me. I told this to 
Chris Carter and the director, David Nutter. I read for them 
and they were in agreement with me on the spot. I kicked it 
really well! 

• Interesting role reversal, considering that you played old 
Scratch himself on several episodes of TV's Highway to 
Heaven. As an actor who has worked in everything from low 
budget exploitation fare to multi-million dollar Hollywood 
productions, what are some of the biggest differences between 
independent films and bigger box-office fare? 

WtB: The biggest differences in high and low dollar produc- 
tions are noticed when you count things like time for camera 
movements with actors and rehearsals. I also like a craft or 
service that has a budget. There are nicer trailers on bigger 
productions. For an actor, this is where you get away from the 
distractions of filming and gather yourself for the next scene. It 
helps to have some privacy and clean rest space. 

• Which is something every artist needs to be able to function 
to the best of their ability. Who was your favorite director to 
work with, and why? 

WtB: I really enjoy working with my friend, director Stuart 
Gordon. We really get the shots we need the first time. He is 
fun and enjoys working. You see, it is a business, an industry; 
it involves people from all walks of life. We love to tell a story. 
I really love working and travel. Stuart and I love to eat at 
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good restaurants. They are the perfect place to have a produc- 
tion meeting. 

• I wasn't aware that you had worked with Stuart Gordon. 
With what films of his were you involved? 

m. I met Stuart at a few meetings for a role in The Pit and the 
Pendulum (1990). He is a great guy, we are friends and 
worked together for Disney in Honey, I Shrunk the Kids 
(1989). I played a grim reaper in An Urban Legend Story. 
Stuart can get shots made in a timely manner. He is a 
competent director. Talented, and a good friend. 

• What do you think of Ruggero Deodato, with whom you 
worked with in Inferno in Diretta [Live from Hell] (1985), 
and later I Barbari [The Barbarians] (1987) and Oceano 
(1990)? 

WtB: Ruggero Deodato is a very unique person. His world is a 
bit different than most. He can make a long day on the set a 
dream or a nightmare. I must say in his defense that his 
support from production departments has been varied. If, 
during a day's shoot you get added pages and demands for 
more, then it can interfere with a director's creative space. I 
have seen Ruggero explosively angry and abusive to those 
who have no clue. I have been on his wrath's end too, but I can 
always speak up and give a lively rebuttal. Then all is forgiven 
and we shoot the scene so we can get back to the hotel and 
study, clean up and prepare for tomorrow's work. 

• Was Inferno in Diretta a difficult shoot, considering the 
South American backdrop? 

m. Like I say, movies and the lifestyle is a unique life. South 
America is very beautiful. The rainforest is the womb of the 
earth. I like being there. Except for the mud, bugs; snakes, 
blistering sun, worms, weeds, malaria pills, electric eels and 
piranha. 

•And don't forget those pesky cannibals. How do the making 
of Italian-based productions differ from being on the set of an 
American film ? 

WB: As far as working with the Italians, they are like family. I 
love Italian productions. After a tough day on location, we all 
have dinner together after everyone has washed off the grit. 
They forgive frayed, stressed nerves and embrace a real feeling 
of family. A movie family, with all of our heroes and sinners. 
Italians that I have worked with are classy and love fashion 
and food, laughter and dance. I have to say that Italian women 
and European women in general are so much more relaxed 
with life. On an American film, there is the usual "Star 
Syndrome." It gets old and the egos are overbearing at times, 
like little spoiled children. 

• I can only imagine. In 1990 you worked under director Gary 
Graver in his film Evil Spirits. Many people are unaware 
that he has a long list of credits to his name dating back to the 
1970s. Furthermore, some may assume him to be a rather un- 


orthodox director, considering the extremely unorthodox 
approach of such 1970s films as Midnight Intruders and 
Blood Hunger. What was it like on the set of Evil Spirits? 

WB: Gary Graver is a wonderful director. Evil Spirits was a lot 
of fun. Artie Johnson thought he should be directing this film. 
It was fun to watch Artie in the scene when he is being 
seduced and distracted by Karen Black's niece. ( Played by 
scream queen Debra Lamb. The Editor.) Artie was so very much 
not happy. I had to keep from laughing out loud! 

• Concerning Evil Spirits, did you enjoy the fact that you 
were given the opportunity to play a character much unlike 
those given to you in previous films? On this note, would you 
consider typecasting a major problem in the film industry? 

WB: Sure enough, Gary saw the comedic side to Michael 
Berryman. I am very grateful for his support. He let me design 
some character flaws for the role of Balzac. He was a sleep- 
walker, a compulsive eater, a Peeping Tom and a writer with a 
problem. Gary knows how to trust an actor's talent. Too many 
directors just think they can bark orders. So many of them just 
don't have a clue. But they do know how to waste production 
time and money and still manage to have less than great film 
as usual. 

Typecasting is really a streamlining tool when you don't have 
the luxury to take the time and search for the perfect actor for a 
particular role. 

• In the book Midnight Media devoted to you and your films, 
you mentioned that you were working on a movie with Ray 
Dennis Steckler in 1998. What was the film, and did it ever 
get off the ground? 

WB: Ray had some ideas for a project but as things go, every- 
one had a different direction to follow. Sometimes projects 
don't get made. 

• Having had parts in several Star Trek productions over the 
last two decades, it's probably a given that you've accrued 
some sort of cult following among Trekkies now as well as 
splatterpunks and horror fans. Although both groups are 
considered quite fervent in their pursuits, what do you see as 
the biggest differences between them ? 

m. I love my fans. Star Trek has a following as proud and as 
valid in content as does horror films. The fans are forever 
keeping me smiling. They both love their genres. I love a 
fantasy experience, don't you? Let's face it: Borg meets Freddy 
would be quite the Pay Per View, don't you think? 

• Although I'm almost loath to admit it, I'm a closet Trekkie 
myself. Watching Borg vs. Freddy would bore me, though, but 
I'd definitely pay a few bucks to see Worf duke it out with the 
original Leatherface. Or B'Elanna Torres in a catfight with the 
Bride of Re-Animator, lol. Anywho, what are some of your 
more recent contributions as an actor? 
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MB: Most recently my work has been for a small student film 
in San Francisco. I like to work with up and coming student 
directors. They have that fresh attitude. It's nice. I do have 
some film projects in the works, but they are all secret and 
cannot be discussed at this time. 

• Understood. Outside of film, do you have any other projects 
currently in the works? 

W8: I am writing my biography, a brutal stand-up comedy 
show, and a book of rants and poetry with photography I shot. 

• Sounds interesting. I would definitely like to check out all 
three once they are completed. Also, I have often read of your 
involvement with animal rights. Hoiv long have you been 
involved with this cause and what are some of your most 
important goals in this field? 

m. I have been a lifelong animal lover. I have been on the 
Board of Operations for Wolf Mountain Sanctuary, a non-kill 
home for wolves and teaching center. The importance of 
habitat preservation is a paramount concern of mine. We are 


animals too, you know. I thought a ban on trophy hunting 
would be a good idea. Why kill the best genes? Stupid. How 
about photographic trophy shooting instead? Same skills for 
stalking and such. Anyway, I think people should try and do 
as little harm toward each other and animals. We can still eat 
meat, but how about healthier livestock? There are many ways 
to improve the industry. Try raising your own. 

• In closing, what do you want the epitaph on your tombstone 
to read? 

HCB: "It does not matter how much money I made, or what 
kind of car I drove. What matters is how I will be remembered 
in the hearts of children." 

• Thank you again for taking the time out from your busy 
schedule for this interview. It has been a real pleasure. 

MB: Thank you, Scott, for some great questions. Peace. 

This interview was conducted via e-mail circa March 2002. 
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Retrospective by Scott Hwtm Stine 


The comic magazine publisher that is most equated 
with trash horror of the 1960s and 1970s was the prolific Eerie 
Publications (1966-1981), founded by Mel Lenny and helmed 
by such Golden Age comic veterans as Carl Burgos, Irving Fass 
and Ezra Jackson. Although unrelated, another company— 
Stanley Publishing -is often associated with it, but the only 
real similarity they shared was that both started out dependent 
upon material that was reprinted from pre-code horror comics. 
Eerie outlasted its peer, though, not because of quality— it 
proved beyond a shadow of a doubt that it could be just as 
pedestrian as Stanley — but because it kept up with the times 
by commissioning creators to produce fare that was far grislier 
than anything produced in the 1950s. 

Overshadowed by such lurid publications as Tales 
from the Tomb and Voodoo Tales, Stanley's modest output 
has become little more than a footnote in comic book history, 
and is usually only mentioned in passing when publishers 
such as Eerie are discussed at any length. Stanley Publications 
produced only six titles in its two and a half year run, of which 
only four were comic oriented. Of these titles, it's two flagship 
books -Chilling Tales of Horror and Shock (both 1969- 
1971) -just didn't have the strength to carry the line. Regard- 
less, Stanley's output have begun to garner the interest of 
serious collectors in the last few years, and have proven to be 
worthy of more attention than they have previously received. 

Stanley kicked off its line of magazine-sized titles (the 
larger "picto-fiction" format made them exempt from the 
censorship of the Comics Code Authority) with Shock VI #1 in 
May 1969. Being far too young to have gotten their hands on 
the pre-code horror comics produced from 1949 to 1954 -let 
alone remember reading them when they originally came 
out— its readers wouldn't have recognized the fact that all of 
the stories were reprints. (The fact that some of them were 


crudely retitled only further obscured their history.) Still, they 
helped sate a growing demand in horror fare that wouldn't 
reach its peak until the mid-1970s, and helped keep the Stanley 
line afloat until the market became too saturated to bear such 
less-established titles. 

Stanley Publications was produced by and named 
after Stanley P. Morse, a businessman of questionable ethics 
who was also behind numerous comic companies in the late 
forties/ early fifties, including Aragon, Key, Media Comics, Mr. 
Publications, S.P.M. and Stanmor. His company Gillmor, 
though, was most key in the history of Stanley Publications, as 
the titles from this imprint— Mister Mystery (1951-1954), 
Weird Chills (1954), Weird Mysteries (1952-1954) and Weird 
Tales of the Future (1952-1953) — were the primary source for 
reprints early on. Although quite pedestrian in execution, the 
stories from these titles were notable for the fact that they 
occasionally topped EC when it came to being outright un- 
pleasant, and the grisly covers were by far some of the most 
graphic of the pre-code horrors. Unfortunately, Stanley Publi- 
cations never took advantage of some of these more shocking 
pieces, and instead recycled much of the tamer fare. Further- 
more, the stories lost even more of their impact being 
reproduced in black and white. 

When he ran out of Gillmor material, Morse began 
swiping stories from ACG's line of horror titles, which in- 
cluded such books as the long-running Adventures Into the 
Unknown (1948-1967) — one of the few horror comics to be 
relatively unscathed by the tide of censorship stirred up by the 
Kefauver Senate hearings -and Out of the Night (1952-1954). 
Although generally more competent, these stories weren't 
nearly as shocking or surreal. 

Since the reprints published in the Stanley titles were 
left uncredited, it is difficult to index the creators involved. 
Some of the stories do bear the original artists' signatures — 
John Belfi, Paul Cooper, Sam Cooper, Frapani Finocchiaro, 
Edmond Good, Kenneth Landau, Mortellaro— but most 
readers would be wholly unfamiliar with them or their work. 

Some of the better— or at least more noteworthy— 
artists involved are not nearly as forgotten as their peers. 
Bernard Bailey — whose covers originally graced such Gillmore 
titles as Weird Chills and Weird Tales of the Future— had a 
hand in designing the infamous Mars Attacks! trading cards 
from 1962 that have since inspired not only several comic 
series but also the 1996 Tim Burton film of the same name. A1 
Feldstein, whose work was also pilfered, was not only the 
creator of Tales from the Crypt (1950-1955) but was also the 
editor of Mad Magazine from 1955 to 1984. Paul Reinman and 
Odgen Whitney's were two of the original artists from ACG's 
Adventures Into the Unknown. Art Gates, a frequent 
contributor, was one of the more competent artists to be found 
in the Stanley titles, but even some of his work proved to be 
less than inspired. 

In addition to those produced by Bailey, only a hand- 
ful of the covers rise above the level of amateurish. (Those by 
Maronava, Keator, and Kitonah— whose line work is 
reminiscent of Gray Morrow's— are the exceptions.) Unlike 
Eerie's titles, Stanley's covers were not painted but instead pen 
and ink washed in only the most basic of colors. Most of the 
books bore the unmistakable style of artist F. Carin, which— 
unfortunately — became synonymous with the overall look of 
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the Stanley Publications. Although they do possess a certain 
charm, these simple and garish covers typically depicted 
scantily clad, out of proportion women in bondage being 
accosted by even more disproportionate monstrosities, in a 
style reminiscent of notebook doodles by a morbid adolescent. 
One unfamiliar with them may find it hard to believe that the 
Eerie titles and their painted covers — considered by many to 
be the low point of the genre — look far more professional 
when compared to the majority of Stanley's books. 

Aside from Stanley Morse himself (whose name was 
never mentioned in the pages of his own magazines), the only 
contributor consistent throughout all of the books for the entire 
two and a half year stretch was Editor Theodore S. Hecht. 
(Although I have no real evidence, it is possible that Assistant 
Art Director Katherine Reyes is also Katherine Lester, who 
took over as Assistant Art Director in October 1969. This may 
also be the same person as Katherine James, who "replaced" 
the other Katherine a month later and remained on board until 
Stanley's demise. She may have changed her name having 
married Assistant Art Director Edwin James, who may also be 
Art Associate Edwin Fuller. Confused? I am.) 

Although quite shoddy as a whole, the stories litter- 
ing the pages of Stanley's books have a dated charm all their 
own. Sometimes imaginative and droll, these often tepid 
shockers ran the entire gamut from traditional stock monsters 
to more surreal horrors, from mythological beasts to post- 
atomic atrocities, from devils and demons to space-age perils. 
Most tended to be supernatural in origin; nary an issue went 
by without featuring a vampire somewhere in its forty-eight 
pages. (A couple of plausible revenge stories — usually one or 
two-pagers — managed to squeak by the creature-conscious 
agenda, though.) 

The more unorthodox beasts to be featured herein 
included were-boars, man-eating shrunken heads, moth 
people, and the like. Although they were usually the most 
juvenile entries, these mind-numbing contributions are also 
some of the most enjoyable, as they were a pleasant respite 
from the stock monsters that predominated the pages. 

More discriminating fans at the time probably didn't 
see or appreciate the unintentional humor inherent to these 
hare-brained masterpieces, having tired of such outlandish 
dime-store horrors. The public instead gravitated to either the 
more outright gratuitous goings-on as proffered by Eerie 
Publica-tions, or to the more intelligently written and better- 
rendered shocks that could be found in such Warren titles as 
Creepy, Eerie and Vampirella. 

By their last year of publication, Stanley not only 
began reusing stories already featured in earlier issues of 
Chilling Tales of Horror and Shock, they also commissioned 
some new material; even when compared to the hackneyed 
and obviously dated reprints, these original stories were 
particularly dreadful. (It is no wonder that the new titles, 
Ghoul Tales and Stark Terror, each lasted only five issues, 
since both were comprised entirely of already recycled stories 
and these newer, completely amateurish efforts.) 

It's doubtful that anyone was particularly surprised 
when Stanley closed its doors in October of 1971 with Chilling 
Tales of Horror V2#5, an issue inundated with by-now 
familiar material, and it is even more doubtful that readers 
shed any tears over the loss. Before they had issued their last 



A typically atrocious cover by F. Carin, bearing the style that became 
synonymous with Stanley Publications towards the end of their run. 
From Chilling V2#4 (June 1971) 


gasp, though, Stanley had made an attempt at expanding its 
readership that resulted in a publication unlike any other, one 
which should have guaranteed them a place in the annals of 
trash horror history. 

Towards the end of 1970, Stanley produced the first 
issue of Adventures in Horror. Not only was it not a comic 
book, it was also obviously intended for an adults only 
audience. Subtitled "True Tales of the Unknown," this 
publication came across as a bastard crossbreed of such long 
running periodicals as Fate and True Detective. With such 
lurid (and verbose) titles as "The Naked Slaves of the Master of 
Hell!" and "Fangs of a Fiend for the Girl Who Died Twice!" 
these often un-readable True Confessions-style shockers 
reveled in gratuity and bad grammar. 

What made the publication, though, was not the 
hyperbolic titles and ham-fisted prose, but the photos 
accompanying the text. When not staged by the magazine 
itself, the photos were culled from either sleazy horror flicks or 
horror-oriented sex films. The first issue even swiped three 
stills from the film Orgy of the Dead (1965) directed by 
Stephen C. Apostolof under the pseudonym of A.C. Stephen. 
(What people most remember about this silly sexploitation 
offering was that it was scripted by none other than Ed Wood 
Jr. himself, who also acted as assistant director. From the level 
of writing in Stanley's magazine, it would probably surprise 
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The unintentionally hilarious unveiling of a mutant dinosaur with a 
yen for the Professor's daughter from "Million-Year Monster." 
From Shock VI #3 (September 1969) 


no one if it turned out Wood contributed his writing "talents" 
pseudonymously to this short-lived series.) 

Browsing through this magazine, one didn't have to 
reach these photos to know that the material was not intended 
for children. Almost a third of the publication sported risque 
advertisements — from plastic "Life-Size Go-Go Girls" to fully- 
illustrated sex books — that one would only find in men's 
magazines or the sleazy detective pulps popular at the time. 

This first issue also boasted a letters page; apparently, 
the readers were blessed with psychic powers, because — being 
a first issue— how else would they know about a magazine 
that had yet to be published, or where to send their comments 
and confessions? Curious, that. 

Despite titles like "The Blood-Drenched Corpse of the 
Priestess of Satan" and "One More Victim for the Coffin's 
Curse of Horror" in the second issue, depictions of gore and 
skin became practically nonexistent. Ironically, the advertise- 
ments were just as provocative as ever. 

With their third issue in February of 1971, Stanley 
changed the name to Horror Stories, but despite the even 
more innocuous banner, they kept the hyperbole and sleaze- 
quotient high. As the series progressed, though, titillation was 
slowly replaced with more "serious" articles on the super- 
natural. But when "real" photos of renowned psychics and 
haunted houses were unavailable, they continued to employ 
photos culled from grindhouse fare. (More astute readers may 
even recognize scenes from several Ray Dennis Steckler films, 
including one of the director/ actor himself from the 1964 
exploitation classic The Incredibly Strange Creatures That 
Stopped Living and Became Mixed-Up Zombies.) 

Unfortunately, this short-lived oddity is practically 
forgotten, even by fans of trashy horror and sex fare of the 
1970s. These books have been included in at least one price 
guide, although listed at an unrealistic price, considering the 


low demand and the fact several warehouse finds of all seven 
issues were discovered a few years back. And although there is 
a growing interest in them, the comic titles are also listed 
elsewhere at an inflated price, even though most of them have 
been readily available from places such as eBay for years at a 
fraction of book value. It is safe to assume that the Stanley 
books will never have the draw as the Eerie Publications, if 
only because they don't have the history of young readers 
behind them, adolescents who became caught up in their 
forbidden allure. But if anyone can appreciate the hackneyed 
horrors that Stanley has to offer, it would be these selfsame 
fans that know quality trash when they see it. 



Then the end came as the rapists grabbed a huge 
sword and shoved it hard against Agnes’ tender flesh. 


Yet another lurid film still pilfered by Stanley Publications, this one 
accompanying the just as lurid story “The Gory Terror of the Night!” 
And, yes, that is an axe in her breadbasket, not a sword. 

From Adventures in Horror V1#1 (October 1970) 





Adventures in Horror V1#1 (October 1970) 


Chilling V1#3 (October 1969) 


Ghoul Tales V1#5 (July 1971) 


INDEX b PRICE GUIDE for STANLEY HORROR PUBLICATIONS 


This is, as far as we know, a complete index for horror-related 
illustrated (comic) and non-illustrated (fiction) magazines 
produced by Stanley Publishing from May 1969 to October 
1971. Please be aware that numerous issues bare erroneous 
volume and issue numbers, which can make it difficult to 
catalog such titles; to help clarify matters, we have noted 
known inconsistencies. VJe have also made this a checklist in 
order to aid interested collectors in cataloging their books. 

The prices given are for Near Mint copies only. Copies in Fine 
condition are worth about a third of Near Mint, and those in 
Good are about a third of that. (Please consult The Overstreet 
Comic Book Price Guide for more details concerning grading.) 
Please keep in mind that these are estimates based on current 
market sales, obtained from a wide variety of sources, 
including but not limited to sales made by dealers and private 
collectors in the United States through comic book specialty 
outlets, paper collectible shows, online auction houses, et al. 

Adventures in Horror (1970) 

Note: Becomes Horror Stories with issue number three. 


□ Volume 1 Number 1 (October 1970) 60c $24.00 

□ Volume 1 Number 2 (December 1970) 60C $20.00 

Chilling Tales of Horror (1969-1971) 

□ Volume 1 Number 1 (June 1969) 35C $24.00 

□ Volume 1 Number 2 (August 1969) 35C $20.00 

□ Volume 1 Number 3 (October 1969) 35C $20.00 

□ Volume 1 Number 4 (June 1970) 50C $20.00 

□ Volume 1 Number 5 (August 1970) 50C $20.00 

□ Volume 1 Number 6 (October 1970) 50C $20.00 

□ Volume 1 Number 7 (December 1970) 50C $20.00 

□ Volume 1 Number 2 (February 1971) 50C $16.00 

Note: This issue should have been listed as V2 U 1 . 

□ Volume 2 Number 2 (April 1971) 50C $16.00 


Chilling Tales of Horror continued... 

□ Volume 1 Number 4 (June 1971) 50C $16.00 

Note: This issue should have been listed as V2 #3. 

□ Volume 2 Number 4 (August 1971) 50C $16.00 

□ Volume 2 Number 5 (October 1971) 50C $16.00 

Ghoul Tales (1970-1971) 

□ Volume 1 Number 1 (November 1970) 50C $24.00 

□ Volume 1 Number 2 (January 1971) 50C $20.00 

□ Volume 1 Number 3 (March 1971) 50C $20.00 

□ Volume 1 Number 4 (May 1971) 50C $20.00 

□ Volume 1 Number 5 (July 1971) 50C $20.00 

Horror Stories (1971) 

Note: Previously titled Adventures in Horror. 

□ Volume 1 Number 3 (February 1971) 60C $20.00 

□ Volume 1 Number 4 (April 1971) 60C $20.00 

□ Volume 1 Number 5 (June 1971) 60C $20.00 

□ Volume 1 Number 6 (August 1971) 60C $20.00 

Shock (1969-1971) 

□ Volume 1 Number 1 (May 1969) 35C $24.00 

□ Volume 1 Number 2 (July 1969) 35C $20.00 

□ Volume 1 Number 3 (September 1969) 35C $20.00 

□ Volume 1 Number 4 (November 1969) 35C $20.00 

□ Volume 1 Number 5 (January 1970) 35C $20.00 

□ Volume 1 Number 6 (March 1970) 35C $16.00 

Note: This issue should have been listed as V2 #/. 

□ Volume 2 Number 2 (May 1970) 50C $16.00 

□ Volume 1 Number 8 (July 1970) 50C $16.00 

Note: This issue should have been listed as V2 # 3 . 

□ Volume 2 Number 4 (September 1970) 50C $16.00 

□ Volume 2 Number 5 (November 1970) 50C $16.00 






STANLEY INDEX fr PRIDE GUIDE 


30 


TRA3HFIEND Vf #£ 



Horror Stories V1#6 (August 1971) Shock V1#4 (November 1969) 


Stark Terror V1#5 (August 1971) 


Shock continued... 

□ Volume 2 Number 6 (January 1971) 5(K $16.00 

□ Volume 3 Number 1 (March 1971) 50C $16.00 

□ Volume 3 Number 2 (May 1971) 50C $16.00 

□ Volume 3 Number 3 (July 1971) 50<t $16.00 

□ Volume 3 Number 4 (September 1971) 50<t $16.00 


Stark Terror (1970-1971) 

□ Volume 1 Number 1 (December 1970) 50«t $24.00 

□ Volume 1 Number 2 (February 1971) 50<t $20.00 

□ Volume 1 Number 3 (April 1971) 50C $20.00 

□ Volume 1 Number 4 (June 1971) 50C $20.00 

□ Volume 1 Number 5 (August 1971) 50C $20.00 



Splash panel from the particularly grisly Stanley offering "Yawning Graves,” with resuscitated corpses illustrated by Kenneth Landau and a story 
that is suspiciously reminiscent of Howard Phillips Lovecraft’s pulp serial "Herbert West— Re-Animator." From Shock VI #3 (September 1969) 
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Video Box Art for II Montagna del Dio Cannibale (1977) Wizard 


It's Only a Movie... 
Continued from page 17 


►► II Montagna del Dio Cannibale continued. . . 

VHS: Slave of the Cannibal God [Wizard Video; 86(84)m] 

ADL: Their Cult Was Death... Their Lust Was for Blood! 

A woman (Ursula Andress) goes to Papua New 
Guinea to find her husband, who vanished while on a secretive 
expedition. She enlists the aid of her hubby's best friend (Stacy 
Keach), a man who seems to know more about his friend's 
activities than he lets on. They make their way to the island of 
Roka, home to a sacred mountain revered by cannibalistic 
natives once thought extinct. 

Despite the fact that it takes a great long while for the 
cannibals to show their scarred hides, the film is well paced 
and offers enough surprises along the way to keep things 
interesting. The gore is also a long time coming, although the 
producers try to tide the viewer over (gee, how thoughtful of 
them) by offering the perfunctory geeking, dishing up nauseat- 


ing scenes of animal cruelty from the get-go. 

Ursula Andress, one time wife of John Derek, is 
forced to endure similar indignities as that of another of John's 
wives. (Namely Bo Derek, at JD's hands in the abysmal 1981 
flick Tarzan, the Ape Man.) Here, though, the ceremony mark- 
ing the heroine's ascent into White Goddess-hood is much, 
uhm, yuckier. 

The only other point of interest is that II Montagna 
del Dio Cannibale is, as far as I can recall, the first film to 
include a cannibal dwarf. Of course, the laws of exploitation 
demand that he be the most sadistic of the natives. Go figure. 

If you're a fan of the Green Hell subgenre, you 
already know what you're getting into here. 

Devon Says... 

Where is Miles O'Keeffe? I swear to God this is 
Tarzan, The Ape Man. Oh, wait, John Derek was married to 
Ursula Andress and must have loved the climax of Martino's 
film so much that he remade it later with his new wife Bo. 
Fortunately, this movie's a lot better than Tarzan. 

Andress and company gets lost in the wilds while 
being hunted by the legendary Puka tribe. (Apparently, Puka 
translates as "mushroom head," which would be an apt 
description of the tribesmen's funny masks.) The story is 
pretty typical for a Green Hell offering, but the producers went 
crazy with the animals. There's more mondo animal footage in 
the beginning credits than in all of the other cannibal films 
combined. If it's any consolation, it consists mostly of animals 
doing each other in; I really don't mind this type of mondo 
filler, but later on the viewer is unfortunately treated to "native 
rituals," one of which is the cruelest act of mutilation I've seen 
in these movies. As the "natives" vivisect an iguana, and bleed 
it to death, Keach waxes eloquent about how it's "part of their 
religion." Even if it is, this time it's performed for the movie. 

Conversely, some other animal scenes are the best this 
subgenre has to offer. ( And the animals appeared to survive 
the shoot... what a concept.) There's yet another cobra wrangler, 
who just waves his hat around and grabs the snake without 
being bitten. But that's nothing compared to a scene with a 
python. The filmmakers cleverly spliced mondo footage of a 
python death- from-above attack with the actors and actress to 
make it appear the snake landed on Andress. Fairly typical, 
but then her guide proceeds to pry the snake off her and 
wrestle with it, and the fight looks real. It is possible that the 
snake was drugged and that the guide is making it move, but 
it sure came out well, and it appears that the snake was at least 
still alive. 

Montagna has finally been released in the US not 
only uncut, but with never before seen footage from Martino's 
private collection. One of the new scenes has Andress 
dispatching the head of the cannibal tribe with a machete, so 
that isn't a big deal, but the other— a cannibal orgy — is insane. 
Cannibals mating with each other, some very graphic auto- 
arousal, and a cannibal violently screwing a boar. I don't know 
if this footage enhanced my viewing experience at all, but it 
certainly is wild. 

This movie is really, really dumb, but it's fairly fast 
paced and if one can overlook the iguana, the viewer will 
probably enjoy it. I'd also have to recommend it for the 
Andress vs. python bit. Too bad it didn't eat her, though. 
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11 Paesc del Sesso Selvaggio 

[A Nation of Sex Savages] (1972) 

Medusa Distribuzione [It] Roas Produzioni [It] 

DIR: Umberto Lenzi 

PRO: Ovidio G. Assonitis 

SCR: Francesco Barilli and Massimo d'Avack 

DOP: Riccardo Pallottini 

EXP: Giorgio Carlo Rossi 

AST: Franco Fantasia and Victor Tourjansky 

MUS: Daniele Patucchi 

STR: Ong Ard, Prapas Chindang, Chit, Choi, Me Me Lai, 

Pipop Pupinyo, Ivan Rassimov, Prasitsak Singhara, 
Song Suanhud, Sulallewan Suxantat, Tuan Tevan 
and Pairach Thaipradt 
AKA: Deep River Savages 

Man from Deep River 

El Pais del Sex Salvaje [A Nation of Sex Savages] 
Sacrifice! 

Approximately 93m; Color 
VHS: Man from Deep River 

[Prism Entertainment; 90(93)m] 

ADL: Where Adventure Ends - and Hell begins! 

"In the dense jungle along the often ill defined border 
between Thailand and Burma, it is still possible to find 
primitive tribes which have no contact with the outside world. 
This story was filmed on location with one of the tribes, and 
even though some of the rites and ceremonies shown are 
perhaps gruesome and repugnant they are portrayed as they 
are actually carried out. Only the story is imaginary." 

After reading the video box synopsis (the above 
claims were instead taken from the film itself) one realizes that 
II Paese del Sesso Selvaggio is little more than a sleazy Italian 
take on A Man Called Horse (1970). As in that film, a white 
man is reluctantly taken in by a primitive tribe, has to gain 
their respect and make a place for himself in their community 
by proving his worth, and inevitably renounces his own heri- 
tage in favor of the more "primitive" one. 

Although the story still proves to be interesting (even 
in the hands of Italian hackmeister Lenzi), it is ultimately a 
disturbing display of animal butchery. Being the first in a long 
string of gut-churning third-world cannibal films, the staged 
anthropophagia had yet to become the primary focus of such 
productions. From this film, it is obvious that the geeking— 
borrowed from innumerable mondo films— was already an 
established staple from the get-go. And, like the shockument- 
aries that preceded it, the filmmakers try to rationalize the 
exploitation with such disclaimers as given above. 

Devon Says... 

I was always under the impression that cobras were 
quite lethal, but evidently I was wrong. It seems everyone can 
handle them without fear of being bitten. Bruce Lee grabs one 
in Enter the Dragon (1973), and even in this film it seems 
routine when a native opens up a cobra's basket and whacks it 
upside the head to get it to come out. Even "The Man from 
Deep River" himself, Ivan Rassimov, demonstrates impressive 
snake-wrangling ability in Ultimo Mondo Cannibale, so this 
talent is apparently not exclusive to Asians. 

Even though this is one of several cannibal movies 


claiming to use authentic rituals and natives, this film is set 
apart by the fact its location is Burma and Thailand, not South 
America. This was also the first film to feature graphic 
cannibalism; this is cut from Prism's print, though, leaving the 
only human to human bite delivered by Rassimov. 

Other than making snake stew there's not much 
staged animal footage until about halfway into the film, when 
a slew of staged fights (set up by the "natives") occur in 
tandem. Then there's a monkey killed in a slightly less cruel 
fashion than the one in The Faces of Death (1978). Good thing 
Prism Entertainment decided to excise the faked cannibalism, 
though, otherwise the film might have offended someone. 

All in all, this is a fairly dull effort. But, hey, look at 
all of the great cinematic achievements it spawned: Mondo 
Cannibale, Terror Canibal, Cannibal Ferox... 

Pigs (1972) 

See GICK! Volume One, Number One 

La Regina dei Cannibal i 

[The Queen of the Cannibals] (1979) 

Flora Film [It] Fulvia Film [It] Gico Cinematografica [It] 

DIR: Marino Girolami ( aka Frank Martin) 

PRO: Gianfranco Couyoumdjian and Fabrizio de Angelis 

SCR: Romano Scandariato 

DOP: Fausto Zuccoli 

SFX: Maurizio Trani 

MFX: Maurizio Trani 

MUS: Nico Fidenco 

STR: Sherry Buchanan, Dakar, Alexandra delli Colli (aka 

Alexandra Cole), Linda Fumis, Ian McColloch, 

Donald O'Brien, Peter O'Neal, Walter Patriarca, 
Angelo Ragusa, Roberto Resta, Franco Ukmar and 
Giovanni Ukmar 

AKA: Holocausto de los Zombies 

[Holocaust of the Zombies] 

Les Terreur des Zombies [The Terror of the Zombies] 
Zombie Holocaust 
Zombies unter Kannibalen 
[Zombies under Cannibals] 

Approximately 85m; Color 
DVD: Zombie Holocaust 

[Stonevision Entertainment; 85m; LBX; R2] 

Someone is breaking into a New York hospital and 
borrowing organs and various body parts from cadavers used 
in medical studies. When it turns out to be a medical student 
with a hankering for long pig, a reporter, a fellow nurse (who 
conveniently just happens to have a degree in anthropology), 
and a doctor follow a lead (a tattoo) to Kito, an island in the 
Archipelago. Not only are the native inhabitants vicious canni- 
bals, but a doctor on the selfsame island is conducting rather 
unethical experiments using humans as guinea pigs, resulting 
in mindless, lumbering zombies with a bad case of the uglies. 

This unrepentant gorefest makes up for its lack of 
originality by being overwhelmingly contrived. There is a lot 
of nauseating fun with eviscerations, eye gougings and dis- 
memberments inflicted by the cannibals, not to mention the 
tongue-snipping, scalp-peeling, brain-stealing exploits of the 
resident physician. (To date, this film boasts the most impress- 
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ive use of an outboard motor ever shown in a film. Needless to 
say, the poor sap's face with which it comes in contact doesn't 
fare too well.) With all of the gore, it's easy to look past the 
low-rent production values and conveniences offered by a 
sometimes lazy script. Like so many Italian cannibal epics, it 
even reiterates themes concerning modem man and the 
archetypical savage. In La Regina dei Cannibali, though, this 
theme isn't used to justify the onscreen butchery and general 
abuse of live animals that usually punctuate these films, as 
such real-life atrocities are avoided altogether. 

La Regina dei Cannibali was re-edited by American 
distributors who— for some godforsaken reason— thought it 
wise to tag on some footage from an unreleased zombie film 
(namely Roy Frumkes' Tales to Rip Your Heart Out, lensed 
the same year) and release the mess as Dr. Butcher, M.D. 

Zombi 2 (1979) meets Cannibal Ferox, by way of the 
Filipino "Blood Island" films. 

Devon Says... 

Great moments in foreign cinema: Death tricking Von 
Sydow into revealing his chess strategy in The Seventh Seal 
(1956); Roberto Beningi comically marching past his hidden 
son whilst being led to execution in Life Is Beautiful (1997); 
the revelation that everyone was lying or mistaken in Akira 
Kuosawa's Rashomon (1951); and, of course, the outboard 
motor zombie death in La Regina dei Cannibali. That scene 
alone would justify the film's existence (nearly justifies the 
entire spaghetti zombie genre, really), but even without this 
cinematic triumph this movie would be a sleazy gem. 

Supposedly, La Regina dei Cannibali includes some 
extra gore that was cut when it was re-released as Dr. Butcher 
M.D. Neither Scott nor I spotted the extra grue, but at least the 
original "uncut" version has been released letterboxed, thus 
allowing us to experience the film's full glory. And what glory 
it is: Mad scientists, zombies, and cannibals, oh my! The best 
thing about this movie is that it is as good as it sounds. 

Even if you hate zombies, even if you hate cannibals, 
even if you hate island rituals, even if you hate constantly 
naked European women, even if you hate mad scientists, even 
if you hate Ian McCulloch, you've got to see him shred that 
zombie head. It shall make your life complete. If it doesn't, 
watch it again until it does. 

The Severed Arm (1973) 

Media Trend [US] 

DIR: Thomas S. Alderman 

PRO: Gary Adelman 

SCR: Thomas Alderman, Larry Alexander, Daryl Presnell 

and Marc B. Rand 

DOP: Robert Maxwell ( aka Bob Maxwell) 

MFX: Gordon Freed 
MUS: Phillan Bistob 

STR: Virginia Alfonte, Wally berns, David G, Cannon, 

Gwen Cannon, Paul Carr, John Crawford, Ray 
Dannis, Alan de Witt, George Dunn, Ray Elliot, Treva 
Frazee, Cynthia Gabrielle, Bob Guthrie, Marvin 
Kaplan, Sebastian Korman, Vince Martorano, 
Marcellous Smith, R. Lance Thomas 
and Deborah Walley 
AKA: Los Mutilados [The Mutilated] 


Approximately 92m; Color 

VHS: The Severed Arm [Congress Video Group; 89m] 

Six spelunkers are trapped in an abandoned mine 
shaft when a bonehead in their midst instigates a cave-in. After 
a month of rationing, they draw straws, and the loser is forced 
to part with the titular appendage in a moment of desperation 
only an hour away from being rescued. Five years later, the 
unscathed survivors are being stalked by whom they suspect 
to be their armless friend, just out of the booby hatch and eager 
to give someone an extreme manicure. 

This low-key shocker could have been an effective 
thriller in more capable hands, but apparently the filmmakers 
hoped the disturbing keynote would carry the film. It even 
boasts a scene that was copied six years later in When a 
Stranger Calls, but Fred Walton's film employed this twist 
with far greater effect. Even with a few surprises tucked under 
its belt, The Severed Arm rarely rises above tepid, hindered by 
undistinguished direction and an overbearing synth score. 

Unfortunately, the gore has been excised from most 
prints, which renders entire sections of the film— in particular, 
the pivotal dismemberment and resulting cannibalism — 
almost incomprehensible. 

What Deborah Walley — once voted "Most Popular 
Actress of 1961" and who later became an award-winning 
director— is doing in this picture is anyone's guess. (A serious 
actress who became typecast as the apparently ingratiating 
"Gidget", Deborah was also married to John Ashley, with 
whom she co-starred in several AIP beach flicks.) 

Director Alderman has only one other film to his 
credit, an obscure sexploitation pic called Coed Dorm (1974). 

Devon Says... 

I find the idea of a man seeking revenge on the 
friends that ate his arm intriguing, but The Severed Arm is 
really obtuse. How do the guys get trapped in a cave? One of 
them tries to collect the cave's support beam, and the other 
characters just kind of laugh at him while he does this. Then 
when the cave crumbles and the dust is still settling, they all 
give up on the situation as hopeless before even really trying 
to get out. Then the police don't even appear to look into the 
victim's claim that his companions cut off his arm for food. 
The twist is pretty predictable, but at least the "hero" is stuck 
in a somewhat interesting situation during the film's climax. 

The print I viewed was cut; when the guys go to cut 
off the arm, the movie suddenly leaps to them being rescued. 
Perhaps it would play better with the violence intact, but I'm 
fairly certain those scenes would just make the movie longer. 

Spider Baby, 

or the Maddest Story Ever Told (1964) 
Lasky-Monka [US] 

DIR: Jack Hill 

PRO: Gil Lasky and Paul Monka 

SCR: Jack Hill 

DOP: Alfred Taylor 

MUS: Ronald Stein 

STR: Jill Banner, Lon Chaney Jr., Carolyn Cooper, Sid Haig, 

Joan Keller, Mary Mitchel, Mantan Moreland, 

Armelia Carol Ohmart ( aka Carol Ohmart), Quinn K. 
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LA MAS DIABOLICA HISTOR1A DE VENGANZA! 


THE SEVERED ARM • A CO LORES • 


Mexican Lobby Card for The Severed Arm (1973) Media Trend 


►► Spider Baby continued. . . 

Redeker, Karl Schanzer and Beverly Washburn. 

AKA: Cannibal Orgy, or the Maddest Story Ever Told 
The Liver Eaters 
Spider Baby 

Approximately 81m; B&W 

DVD: Spider Baby [Image Entertainment; 81m; LBX] 

VHS: Spider Baby [Anchor Bay Entertainment; 100(81)m] 

ADL: Come Into My Parlor Said the Spider to the. . . 

On a secluded estate lives the last of the Merrye clan, 
the only family afflicted with a particular malady that causes 
"a progressive age regression" that reverts them "to a pre- 
human condition of savagery and cannibalism." Their quiet is 
disrupted by the appearance of two distant cousins and their 
lawyer who have an interest in the family fortune. They find 
the surviving Merrye's in the care of the family chaffeur, 
Bruno, who will do anything to keep the family together. 

Exhibiting the best elements of sixties genre fare, this 
charming black comedy has achieved a minor cult status, 
which it more than deserves. Despite being made on a 
shoestring budget, the direction is sharp, the black and white 
cinematography is striking, and the performances are inspired. 


(Of course, a couple of mistakes squeak by, the most noticeable 
being that half of the film crew is caught reflected in a car 
window, but it's easy to forgive them these few trespasses.) 

Best of all, the humor still holds up quite well almost 
forty years later. Lon Chaney Jr. announcing "there's going to 
be a full moon tonight" should elicit some laughs from older 
horror fans, and Sid Haig's uncharacteristic performance as an 
imbecile is grand. 

Although the film contains nothing terribly graphic or 
explicit (most of the sex and violence is either implied or off 
screen). Spider Baby is surprisingly rife with taboos: Cannibal- 
ism, incest, inbreeding, rape, et al. Although fairly tame by 
today's standards, this was undoubtedly outre for the time. 

Director Jack Hill went on to make some of the best 
exploitation films the 70s had to offer, including The Big Doll 
House (1971), The Big Bird Cage (1972), Coffy (1973), Foxy 
Brown (1974) and Switchblade Sisters (1975). (How's that for 
a resume?) He was also responsible for the additional footage 
in Boris Karloff's last four films, all of which were filmed in 
Mexico shortly before the actor's death. 

And just look at the cast credits. Sid Haig appeared in 
many of Hill's later efforts, and even played the heavy in the 
Saturday morning television show Jason of Star Command 
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(1979-1981). Quinn Redeker co-wrote The Deer Hunter (1978). 
Carol Ohmart was Miss Utah of 1946. Mantan "Feets, do yo' 
stuff" Moreland, who does his best van Gogh impression in 
Spider Baby, was a prolific black actor who played the 
chauffeur in several Charlie Chan films. And last but not least, 
co-producer Gil Lasky later wrote and produced The Night 
God Screamed and Blood and Lace, both 1971. 

Most highly recommended, there is a lot of creepy 
fun to be had in this grand guignol take on The Addams 
Family. (The theme song in itself— sung by Chaney— is worth 
its weight in gold.) 

Devon Says... 

Spider Baby is about a family of weirdoes headed up 
by a very old looking Lon Chaney Jr. He still looks a lot better 
than the bloated mess he was in Dracula vs Frankenstein 
(1971), but his afflictions had definitely caught up to him by 
the time of this film. Chaney is pretty good in the role, walking 
a tight line between the hamming it up angst of Larry Talbot's 
"Won't you please help me?" and a serious performance. He is 
especially good in the scene where he's crying while pretend- 
ing to be happy. In fact, the whole immediate family were 
really well cast, particularly Ralph, who looks like a descend- 
ant from a bizarre mating between one of the pinheads in 
Freaks (1932) and Count Orlok from Nosferatu (1922). 

Helping the actors out are the nice sets. They're not 
nice enough to distract the viewer while the Schlocker 
character (who pontificates on proper grievance procedures 
while being murdered) wanders around the house for what 
seems like forever, but they do give the film atmosphere. 

Spider Baby is somewhat funny and— for the 60s— 
sometimes risque, but it is ultimately ludicrous, with the 
family coming off about as realistic as Snidely Whiplash. Their 
cannibalism, though given less attention than incest, is a 
highlight in the story, but seems so removed from reality that 
the cannibals aren't menacing. While it is implied that they eat 
human flesh exclusively, the older family members seem more 
like zombies that would eat anything, which also does nothing 
to detract from these cartoonish elements. 

This macabre comedy is definitely worth checking 
out, especially to see the dinner scene where characters discuss 
The Wolfman (1941) with Lon Chaney Jr. Besides, any movie 
that begins with Chaney singing a song with such simple lyrics 
they would make Fred Durst go "Damn, those are some simple 
lyrics" has got to be of some interest. 

Lo Strangolatore di Vienna 

[The Strangler of Vienna] (1971) 

Hi-Fi Stereo 70 K.G. [WG] Neptuna Film [It] Regina Film [It] 
DIR: Guido Zurli ( aka John Zurli) 

PRO: Eugenio Corso ( aka Gene Corso) and Harry Hope 

SCR: Enzo Gicca, Karl Ross (aka Charles Ross) 

and Guido Zurli 
DOP: Enrico Betti 
SFX: Ron Post 

MUS: Alessandro Alessandroni (aka Alex Alexander) 

STR: Victor Buono, Karin Field (aka Karen Field), Brad 

Harris, John Ireland, Hansi Linder, Arthur Mann, 
Sybil Martin, Franca Polcelli (aka Franca Polesello), 


Luca Sportelli, Carl Steams, Claudio Trionfi and 
Michael Turner 

AKA: El Estrangulador de Viena [The Strangler of Vienna] 

L'Etrangleur de Vienne [The Strangler of Vienna] 

The Mad Butcher 

The Mad Butcher of Vienna 

Meat Is Meat 

Strangler of Vienna 

Der Wtirger Kommt auf Leisen Socken 

[The Strangler Comes on Quiet Socks] 

Approximately 81m; Color 
DVD: The Mad Butcher 

[Image Entertainment; 81m; LBX; Rl] 

VHS: The Mad Butcher [Best Film & Video; 81m; 

Double-billed w/ Frankenstein's Castle of Freaks] 
The Mad Butcher [Genesis Home Video; 81m] 

The Mad Butcher [Magnum Entertainment; 90(81)m] 
The Mad Butcher [Star Classics; 81m] 

ADL: Sausage Lovers, Don't See This Movie! 

Otto Lehman, the "best butcher in Vienna," is tossed 
in the loony bin for three years after hitting an old woman 
with two pounds of liver. Much to his chagrin, he is finally 
pronounced sane and released into the care of his wife. Aware 
that she has been unfaithful, he moves into the loft above his 
butcher shop. When she threatens to take control of his shop, 
he snaps her neck in a fit of rage; after some deliberation, he 
comes up with an ingenious way of disposing of the 
evidence. . . as well as promoting his business. Needless to say, 
history has a way of repeating itself, but it's not too long before 
the police and a nosey Chicago Tribune reporter realize that 
something is amiss. 

Despite the fact that this film shouldn't fare any better 
than stale leftovers, Lo Strangolatore di Vienna dishes up 
some appetizing satire and tongue-in-cheek humor; even the 
physical comedy works well, something with which Italian 
filmmakers usually fumble. Portly Victor Buono makes for a 
lovable, even sympathetic killer, proving that he is capable of 
much more than he is usually given credit. (Such embarrassing 
outings as Beneath the Planet of the Apes (1970) and The Evil 
(1978) come immediately to mind.) 

For a low-budget black comedy in the best grand 
guignol tradition, Lo Strangolatore di Vienna is surprisingly 
well made, and even throws in some artistic touches for good 
measure. As far as the film's "finer" points go, there is a fair 
amount of T&A, but gore is relegated to the endless scenes of 
raw meat being pushed through a meat grinder. 

The film's only real shortcoming (if it can be seen as 
such) is its anachronistic air; although it is apparently set in 
modem day Vienna, one can't help but feel that everyone and 
everything is about a hundred years behind the times. (The 
occasional fuzzed out guitars marring the soundtrack do little 
to dispel this illusion.) 

Some sources claim that Dag Molin and Ramiro 
Oliveros (aka Robert H. Oliver) functioned as both producers 
and screenwriters. Oliveros had a hand in such atrocities as La 
Casa d'Apuntamento (1972) aka The Paris Sex Murders and 
La Casa della Paura (1975) aka Girl in Room 13, so it's hard to 
imagine him behind anything as good as this. 

As the ending credits bid you, "Buono Apetito." 
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Mexican Lobby Card for Lo Strangolatore di Vienna (1973) Hi-Fi Stereo 70 K.G./Neptuna Film/Regina Film 


►► Lo Strangolatore di Vienna continued . . . 

Devon Says... 

Don't worry; even though this film is an Italian co- 
production, it predates the Green Hell films, so there's no live 
animal mutilation. Lo Strangolatore di Vienna is a lot more 
fun than any of those dirty native flicks, and could be double- 
billed with the likes of Delicatessen or Eating Raoul. It's a 
quirky, well-made film with a good sense of humor and a 
goofy score that would not be out of place on Sesame Street. 

Otto the butcher gets released from an asylum and 
fights high meat prices by serving his nagging wife to the 
public. He's not a bad guy, and that would have been it for the 
murders, but a hooker puts on his ex-wife's dress, and — think- 
ing she's his wife— he kills her. More meat. Naturally, everyone 
loves Otto's sausages. More people are killed as the butcher 
goes a little more mad, but he's never presented as overly cruel 
and seems fairly amicable, although a little out of touch. 

This movie was a fun little diversion, and joy of joys, 
every time I thought I'd found a plot hole, it was later ex- 
plained away! Finally, a movie where I went "But what 
about..?" and my questions were answered. This alone makes 
it the greatest film. Ever. 


Terror Canfbal [Cannibal Terror] (1979) 

Eurocine [Fr/Sp] 

DIR: Julio Perez Tabernero 

SCR: Ilona Kunesova 

DOP: Alan Hardy 

MUS: Jean-Jacques Lemetre 

STR: Burt Altman, Annabelle, Mariam Camacho, Antoine 

Fontaine, Stan Hamilton, Antonio Jover, Michel 
Laury, Gerard Lemaire, Amparo Marsilla, Olivier 
Mathot, Antonio Mayans, Montserrat Salvador, Silvia 
Solar, Pamela Stanford and Chris Yebenes 
AKA: Terreur Cannibale [Cannibal Terror] 

Approximately 93m; Color 

If Jesse Franco's Mondo Cannibale left you wanting 
more (more of the same, to be precise), here's another lousy 
Spanish cannibal epic that was not only produced by Eurocine 
as well, but also recycles footage from Franco's turd. 
Numerous scenes were pilfered from Mondo Cannibale and 
awkwardly spliced in with the new despite the fact it would 
have been easier to simply shoot new footage. It's an impress- 
ive display of frugality, though. Really it is. 
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Yes, we are once again treated to the convincing per- 
formances of fine, fine European actors who insist on playing 
the parts of supposedly South American primitives. Most of 
these finely coifed primitives also sport sideburns and 
mustaches; call it a hunch, but I seriously doubt such fashions 
ever reached such uncharted territories. But, that's okay, be- 
cause they do an admirable job of trying to cover them up with 
the most unconvincing make-up that, at best, makes them 
resemble failed try-outs at a KISS audition. At worst, it looks 
like they were accosted by first graders with finger paints. The 
overall effect is impressive, though. Really it is. 

Terror Canibal' s only attempt to break the mold is by 
its refusal to wallow in gratuitous bloodshed, as there is only 
one graphic scene in the first seventy minutes, and it's recycled 
later for similar ritualistic killings. Wrap a pig carcass in an 
actor's clothing, and you have the extent of their effects. It's 
impressive display of ingenuity, though. Really it is. 

Directed by the man responsible for Sexy Cat (1972) 
and Las Alegres Vampiras de Vbgel (1975), and who starred 
in a handful of spaghetti westerns, including an uncredited 
appearance in the Sergio Leone classic Fistful of Dollars 
(1964). It's an impressive resume though. Really it is. 

Devon Says... 

Inevitably, Spain will produce trashy cinema. Invari- 
ably, it would seem, Britain will always translate these films 
for English speaking audiences. Britain, the country that ruin- 
ed Ying Huang Boon Sik (1986) aka A Better Tomorrow. 
Britain, the country that destroyed many a Jackie Chan feature. 
Britain, the Land of But One Child Dubbing Actor. If only one 
person is going to dub every child's voice, why doesn't 
England go through the efforts to make sure it's a good vocal 
actor? This question plagued me while watching Terror 
Canibal, which features a child who's abducted in a slightly 
less than efficient fashion. After listening to this kid's new 
voice for a few lines, I was praying that she would be killed off 
quickly. But God was not listening. 

While eluding authorities, some kidnappers are told 
that the road they're on borders cannibal country, and faster 
than you can say "anthropophagy," the car overheats. The 
driver ignores her own advice to keep moving, goes to get 
some water from a nearby river, and is naturally captured by 
the natives. Leaving her behind, the kidnappers flee, having 
overcome their car trouble. When they arrive at their safe 
house they fail to mention that they lost their chauffeur. One of 
the kidnappers then rapes the wife of the guy housing them, 
but fails to foresee the possible repercussions when he agrees 
to go hunting with the angry husband. One less kidnapper. 
These are only some of the plot developments that demonstrate 
just how mind-numbingly stupid this movie is. 

An alternate title for this might have been "One Fat 
Cannibal," as one of the natives is sporting quite a gut. The rest 
of them are no less unconvincing: If Mel Gibson had opted for 
pretty rainbow colors in Braveheart (1995) instead of a stark 
blue, he would've fit right in. And these natives sure dive in to 
meals... well, about three members of the tribe, anyway. It 
seems most of them are content to sit outside and either line 
dance or hop around like they're walking barefoot on hot 
concrete. Those actually allowed to partake of their guests go 
scrounging for raw innards like zombies from a George 


Romero film. (I think even cannibals tend to cook the meat 
first.) The filmmakers are evidently aiming for the feel of a 
feeding frenzy, but it ends up looking more like a food fight 
between a bunch of Spaniards with St. Vitus Dance. At least 
there's no animal slaughter in this film. 

The Texas Chain Saw Massacre (1974) 

See The Gorehound's Guide to Splatter Films of the 1970s 

Three on a Meathook (1972) 

See The Gorehound's Guide to Splatter Films of the 1970s 

Ultimo Mondo Cannibale 

[The Last Cannibal World] (1976) 

Erre Cinematografica [It] 

DIR: Ruggero Deodato 

PRO: Giorgio Carlo Rossi 

SCR: Tito Carpi and Gianfranco Clerici 

DOP: Marcello Masciocchi 

MFX: Paolo Ricci 

MUS: Ubaldo Continiello 

STR: Massimo Foschi, Me Me Lai, Ivan Rassimov, Judy 

Rosly, Shamsi, Sheik Razak Shikur and Suleiman 
AKA: Canibales [Cannibals] 

Cannibal 

Cannibal Massacre 
Carnivorous 

Le Dernier Monde Cannibale 
[The Last Cannibal World] 

Jungle Holocaust 

De Laatste Kannibalen [The Last Cannibals] 

The Last Survivor 

Mondo Cannibale II — Der Vogelmensch 
[Cannibal World II— The Birdman] 

Mundo Canibal! jMundo Salvaje! 

[Cannibal World! Savage World!] 

O Ultimo Mundo Canibal [The Last Cannibal World] 
Approximately 96m; Color 

DVD: Jungle Holocaust [Media Blasters; 96m; LBX; Rl] 

PAL: Cannibal [Derann Film Services Ltd.; 88m; LBX] 

Ultimo Mondo Cannibale 
[Capitol International; 96(92)m; In Italian] 

VHS: Cannibal [Meteor Video; 88(83)m; LBX] 

The Cannibals [VCI; 88m; LBX] 

Jungle Holocaust [Media Blasters; 96m] 

Jungle Holocaust [Video City; 90(92)m; LBX] 

"This is the true account of the series of events that 
led to the discovery of a stone-age tribe on the island of Minda- 
nao. The ceremonies and rituals portrayed were all exper- 
ienced or witnessed by the central character, Robert Harper." 
Had I the time, I would have done a little research to see just 
how "true" this account is, but I think we already the answer. 

Anywho, a search for a downed plane turns up the 
unpleasant reality that its missing crew has been, well, eaten 
by the aforementioned stone-age tribe with bad table manners. 
(Etiquette is not one of their finer points, I assure you.) 

This, Deodato's first foray into third-world cannibal- 
ism (he followed it up in 1979 with the exceptional Cannibal 
Holocaust) is a fairly convincing, sometimes disturbing, and 
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Mexican Lobby Card for Ultimo Mondo Cannibale (1976) Erre Cinemtografica 


►► Ultimo Mondo Cannibale continued . . . 
usually exploitive offering that helped pave the way for an 
entire slew of like films in the 70s. Gore is pretty soft, as is the 
requisite animal cruelty. (A scene involving what looks like a 
Komodo dragon being swallowed whole by a really, really big 
snake looks more like legit documentary footage instead of 
staged animal brutality.) The sexual politics, though— even 
within the context of the story — is sure to offend many. 

Technically, it's about as good as could be expected 
from such a production, although it does boast some unsettling 
feast sequences that stand out from the norm. (The second 
such scene loses much of its impact, though, thanks to a 
wholly inappropriate score.) Otherwise, Ultimo Mondo 
Cannibale will hold little interest to most splatterpunks unless 
they also have an unquenchable thirst for such Green Hell- 
style outings. 

Devon Says... 

Ultimo Mondo Cannibale is a pseudo-sequel to II 
Paese del Sesso Selvaggio, but is much better than that film 
because Umberto Lenzi had nothing to do with it. Lenzi felt he 
deserved more money since his film was such a success, so the 
nroducers brought in Deodato to fill his shoes. Deodato had to 


use the stars of Lenzi's film — who he didn't even like — due to 
pre-production promotion, which explains why Rassimov 
spends much of this film MIA. 

Supposedly, this is based on a true story about a 
white man who was captured by the Rock People, but who 
eventually escaped and went on to be featured in a National 
Geographic article. Right away, it's apparent the Deodato 
movie is a far superior film to any of Lenzi's, simply because 
Deodato is capable of creating scenes that are much more im- 
pressive and far more disturbing. The film is shot mostly in a 
cave and features bona fide natives, so it has a very realistic 
look and feel to it. 

The most astonishing moment, though, comes late in 
the film when one of the Europeans, Rassimov, picks up a 
cobra. One gets used to seeing lots of dangerous critters 
handled in these movies, but it's generally by the natives. Not 
only is Rassimov holding the hooded serpent, he's got a grip 
so low on it's body that it really looks like the snake should be 
able to bite him. Maybe he just got lucky 

The Undertaker and His Pals (1967) 

See The Gorehound's Guide to Splatter Films of the 1960s 
Also See GICK! Volume One, Number Three 
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MONSTERABIUA 

From the Collection of Sait Aarni Stitt* Sr* 

Wanting to keep with the cannibal theme of this issue, 
I decided to spotlight this particular piece of vintage 1970s 
memorabilia. (Okay, so the connection may be a little tenuous, 
but it's the thought that counts, right?) 

Thanks to all of the hype, even many non-monster 
memorabilia collectors who grew up in the 1970s will re- 
member this sadly short-lived kit, even though it wasn't on the 
market for very long. (Either the interest simply wasn't there, 
or too many Darwin-challenged youngsters burnt themselves 
on the required 40-watt bulb. The latter is entirely supposition, 
but considering how many toys were recalled at the time due 
to youngsters misusing them and harming themselves, it's 
probably a safe bet.) 

The one thing that made this product stand out 
amongst many others was that it boasted the participation of 
the inimitable Vincent Price, from his visage gracing the box 
cover and magazine advertisements, to his presence in the 
numerous television spots. (A year later. Price offered a similar 
contribution to Milton Bradley's glorified version of Hangman 
(1975). That game— in particular, the version bearing Vincent 
Price's likeness— remained in circulation for many years, and 
is a staple on eBay where it can be had for much less than the 
$18.00 book price.) 


Luckily, I was one of the children fortunate enough to 
get a Shrunken Head Apple Sculpture kit for Christmas the 
year it was first released, although I had probably exhausted 
the contents (material for six complete shrunken heads, sans 
apples) before the holiday had taken its leave. Unable to obtain 
refills, I sold off the remnants of the kit at one of our annual 
family garage sales a few years later. The shrunken heads I 
made, on the other hand, lasted until the eighties when I 
finally conceded to put the dehydrated effigies to rest. 

About two years ago, having been without a copy of 
this kit for about twenty years, I stumbled across a complete 
and unused set (save for the jar of gloss finish) for a paltry four 
dollars at a local outdoor flea market. Unfortunately, the seller 
had decided to forgo using a sticker and priced it using a large 
black El Marko. (I've airbrushed this out of the accompanying 
reproduction so as not to distract from the great cover art.) The 
box cover displayed some other wear as well, crushing and a 
split side being the worst, but the fact that the contents were 
otherwise like new made it more than a find. 

Currently, passable used copies sell for about ten to 
twenty dollars on places like eBay, and a Near Mint set would 
probably fetch upwards of thirty or forty on the collector's 
market. Probably because it is hard to categorize, most price 
guides specializing in toys and games do not include this kit. 

Shrunken Head Apple Sculpture (1975) 

Milton Bradley Company [#1516] 

Box Measurements: 10" x 13" x 4" 

Contents Include: 

□ Fold-Out Instruction Manual (21" x 15") 

□ "The Shrinker" (5 pieces) 

□ Face Templates (3" x 6 " Punch-Out Sheet) 

□ Plastic Sculpting Tool ( 6 ") 

□ Synthetic Hair (2 Weaves, 1 Orange, 1 White) 

□ Bag of White Beads (Approximately 400) 

□ Watercolor Brush ( 6 V 2 ") 

□ Jar of Gloss Finish 

□ Aluminum Wire (2 12" Rods) 

□ Bag of T Pins 

□ Cord (6 24" pieces) 
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WHAT... THERE'S A BOOR? 


Book Reviews by Scatl A aw Stine CQ 

Ghastly Terror! by Stephen Sennitt 
Critical Vision [An Imprint of Headpress] 

Softcover [6 3 A" x 9 V 2 "] 224 pages; Index 
ISBN 1-900486-07-5; $19.95 US/$13.95 UK 

"The Horrible Story of the Horror Comics" 

There have been innumerable books since the 1970s 
devoted to the history of the comics medium, and just as many 
dissecting the horror genre in general, but to my recollection 
this is the first to focus specifically on horror as it pertains to 
comics. Obviously a labor of love. Ghastly Terror! follows this 
much maligned art form from the 1940s through to the present, 
although the bulk of it is devoted to its heydays in the 1970s 
and— to a lesser degree— the 1960s. 

Aside from several appendices, Ghastly Terror! is 
broken down into three sections, "Precode Horrors: 1946- 
1959," "B&W Horrors: 1964-1975," and "New Wave Horrors: 
1969-Present." Each section contains three to four chapters 
segregating the output from these time frames by company 
and/or general subject. Only three companies— Warren, 
Skywald, and Marvel— are given their own chapters, and of 
these Warren gets the red carpet treatment. 


The author although devotes a chapter dispelling the 
myths surrounding EC. Although the company and its stable 
of creators is given their dues, the author makes it clear they 
were not the first nor the most prolific publisher of horror at 
the time, and that they were also not single-handedly 
responsible for inciting Dr. Wertham's wrath 

Also for those with an interest in pre-code horror fare, 
Sennitt includes a welcome appendix listing the output of such 
publishers as Ajax-Farrell, Atlas, Avon, Fawcett, Fiction 
House, and Ziff-Davis, as well as a breakdown of the Comics 
Code as it was established in 1954. 

In addition to being an engaging read, the books 
strength is in its broad coverage, making it an excellent primer 
for those comic fans whose interest lies in vintage horror fare. 
Unfortunately, the book barely mentions such companies as 
Stanley (Chilling Tales of Horror, Ghoul Tales, Shock, Stark 
Terror) and Major Magazines (whose sought-after three issues 
of Web of Horror boasted the then-burgeoning talents of Bemi 
Wrightson, Jeff Jones, and Michael Kaluta), whereas the space 
allotted for Skywald publishing (Nightmare, Psycho and 
Scream) is sometimes tediously padded with blow-by-blow 
descriptions of their early issues. 

Despite the need for more balanced coverage, and 
innumerable typos. Ghastly Terror! is a difficult book to put 
down, even once it has been read in its entirety. The slew of 
cover art and panel reproductions is enough to send the older 
horror fans into nostalgic fits, punctuated by the all-too- 
familiar bursts of "Hey. . . I had that when I was a kid!" 
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Neat Is Murder! by Mikita Brottman 
Creation Books International 
Softcover [6 3 /i" x 9V2"] 216 pages; Index 
ISBN 1-871592-90-9; $19.95 US/$14.95 UK 

"An Illustrated Guide to Cannibal Culture" 

Since the film and video review section of this special 
issue of Trashfiend is devoted to cannibal-related cinematic 
excursions, I thought it fitting to review a book devoted to the 
same. Not content with simply examining anthropophagia on 
the silver screen. Meat Is Murder! also makes a short foray 
into the history of cannibalism, as well as a look at the cases of 
such notorious twentieth century serial killers as Fritz 
Haarman, Albert Fish, Ed Gein, Edmund Kemper, Jeffrey 
Dahmer, and others whose tastes included long pig. 

Once the real life carnage is out of the way, the author 
dives head first into territories blazed by such infamous horror 
films as The Texas Chain Saw Massacre and Cannibal Holo- 
caust, and even touches upon such extremely obscure efforts 
as Nathan Schiff's The Long Island Cannibal Massacre (1980) 
and Christoph Schlingensief's Das Deutsche Kettensagen- 
massaker (1991). Although very little space is devoted to such 
homegrown efforts as these, Brottman does give ample cover- 
age to more professionally made low budget films, and even 
spends a page or two looking at the cannibal films of Jesus 
Franco Manera. 

As with many of the books published by Creation, 
Meat Is Murder! approaches the material from a preferably 



MEAT IS MURDER! 



AN ILLUSTRATED GUIDE TO 

CANNIBAL CULTURE 


academic standpoint, as opposed to the low-brow stance that 
most horror film books take. (Apparently, Creation realized 
early on that, no, not all horror fans have double digit IQs, and 
that genre enthusiasts tend to be some the most serious film 
buffs around.) Not to imply that the author's writing is dry; on 
the contrary. Brottman's examination of cannibal cinema 
works on many levels, and proves to be engaging even when 
the author is simply plowing through one film synopsis after 
another. 

The book's only real shortcoming lies with the repro- 
ductions of stills, as well as the occasional ad mat. Although 
illustrations to be found in books published by Creation aren't 
always of the highest quality, those accompanying the text in 
Meat Is Murder! are particularly poor, often suffering from 
severe distortions due to what appears to be extremely low- 
resolution scans. This aside, Mikita Brottman's thought- 
provoking study makes a nice appendix to Reay Tannahill's 
groundbreaking "History of the Cannibal Complex" Flesh and 
Blood, which after twenty years stands as the definitive ex- 
ploration on the subject, even though it leaves off about where 
the bulk of Brottman's more contemporary book begins. 

Although those with a sole interest in real life canni- 
balism may not gleam much of any real value from this book, 
burgeoning splatterpunks and fans of outre cinema shan't be 
disappointed. 
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Coming Attractions 


BOOKS se PUBLICATIONS 

□ Lips of Blood: An Illustrated Guide to Hammer’s 

Dracula Movies (2002) by John Jewel 8/02 

Glitter Books; 192p; Trade Paperback; SRP $17.99 

□ Trash: The Graphic Genius of Xploitation 

Movie Posters (2002) by Jacques Boyreau 8/02 

Chronicle Books; 128p; Hardcover; SRP $19.95 
DVDs (All Regions) 

□ The Bloodstained Shadow (1 978) 6/25/02 

Anchor Bay; 109m; LBX; Region 1; w/Extras; SRP $19.98 

□ The Brotherhood of Satan (1971) 8/13/02 

Columbia TriStar Home Video; 92m; Region 1; SRP $24.95 

□ Carnival of Souls (1 962) 7/30/92 

WEA Corporation; 76m; Region 1; SRP $9.95 

□ Cosa Avete Fatto a Solange? (1972) 7/30/02 

Media Blasters; 90m; LBX; Region 1; SRP $24.95 

□ Crypt of the Living Dead (1 973) 7/30/02 

WEA Corporation; 85m; Region 1; SRP $9.95 

□ Curse of the Devil (1973) 8/6/02 

Anchor Bay; 84m; LBX; Region 1; SRP $19.98 

□ Dan Curtis Macabre Collection 8/27/02 

MPI Media Group; 480m; 4 discs; SRP $49.98 

□ Dark Shadows— Set Two (1 966) 8/27/02 

MPI Media Group; 960m; 4 discs; w/Extras; Region 1; SRP $59.98 

□ Delirium (1972) 7/23/02 

Anchor Bay; 102m; LBX; Region 1; $19.98 

□ Demons of the Mind (1972) 7/23/02 

Anchor Bay; 85m; LBX; Region 1; SRP $19.98 

□ Deranged (1 974) b/w Motel Hell (1980) 8/27/02 

MGM; 183m; LBX; Region 1; SRP $14.95 

□ Devil Doll (1964) 8/13/02 

Image Entertainment; 81m; w/Extras; Region 1; SRP $24.99 

□ Don’t Open the Door! (1974) 7/30/02 

VCI; 90m; LBX; Region 1; SRP $19.99 

□ Doctor Dracula (1 977) 7/9/02 

Image Entertainment; 90m; Region 1; SRP $19.99 

□ Dracula (1973) 8/27/02 

MPI Media Group; 111m; Region 1; SRP $14.98 

□ Exorcist II— The Heretic (1 977) 8/6/02 

Warner Home Video; 118m; LBX; w/Extras; Region 1; SRP $19.98 

□ Frogs (1972) 8/27/02 

MGM/UA Video; 90m; LBX; Region 1; SRP $14.95 

□ The Giallo Collection — Volume One 6/25/02 

Anchor Bay; 394m; 4 discs; LBX; Region 1; SRP $59.98 

□ Graveyard of Horror (1971) 7/9/02 

Imaqe Entertainment: 86m: Reaion 1: SRP $19.99 


□ Hitch Hike (1977) 7/23/02 

Anchor Bay; 104m; LBX; Region 1; SRP $19.98 

□ Horror Classics Triple Feature VI 0 w/ Dementia 13 (1963) Night 
of the Living Dead (1968) Revolt of the Zombies (1936) 6/18/02 

Navarre Corporation; Region 1; SRP $9.98 

□ Horror Classics Triple Feature VII w / Lady Frankenstein (1971) 


Monster from a Prehistoric Planet (1967) 

The Monster Walks (1932) 7/16/02 

Navarre Corporation; Region 1; SRP $9.98 

□ Horror Classics Triple Feature VI 2 w/ The Amazing Mr. X (1948) 

The Mad Monster (1942) The Monster Maker (1944) 7/29/02 

Navarre Corporation; Region 1 ; SRP $9.98 

□ Horror Classics Triple Feature V13 w/ Creature from the 

Haunted Sea (1961) Phantom from 10,000 Leagues (1955) 
Swamp Women (1955) 7/16/02 

Navarre Corporation; Region 1; SRP $9.98 

□ Horror of the Blood Monsters (1970) 7/9/002 

Image Entertainment; 85m; Region 1; SRP $19.99 

□ House of Evil (1 968) 7/30/02 

WEA Corporation; 72m; Region 1; SRP $9.95 

□ Kiss of the Tarantula (1975) 6/25/02 

VCI; 85m; LBX; Region 1; SRP $19.99 

□ Lady Frankenstein (1971) 6/18/02 

Gotham Distribution; 85m; Region 1; SRP $7.98 

□ Last House on Dead End Street (1977) 8/13/02 

Barrel Entertainment; Region 1; w/ Extras; SRP $34.95 

□ The Last House on the Left (1 972) 8/27/02 

MGM/UA Video; 84m; LBX; Region 1; SRP $14.95 

□ Mad Monster Party (1 968) 7/23/02 

Anchor Bay; 95m; Region 1; w/Extras; SRP $19.98 

□ The Masque of the Red Death (1964) b/w 

The Premature Burial (1962) 8/27/02 

MGM Video; 169m; LBX; Region 1; SRP $14.95 

□ Monster a Go-Go (1965) b/w 

Psyched by the 4-D Witch (1972) 7/9/02 

Image Entertainment; 149m; Region 1; w/Extras; SRP $24.99 

□ Nosferatu the Vampyre (1979) 7/9/02 

Anchor Bay; 107m; 2 discs; LBX; SRP $29.98 

□ The Oblong Box (1969) b/w 

Scream and Scream Again (1970) 8/27/02 

MGM Video; 192m; LBX; Region 1; SRP $14.95 

□ The Outer Limits— The Original Series (1963) 9/3/02 

MGM/UA Video; 1642m; 4 discs; Region 1; SRP $79.96 

□ Picture of Dorian Gray (1 973) 8/27/02 

MPI Media Group; 111m; Region 1; SRP $14.98 

□ The Sentinel (1 977)/The Funhouse (1981) 7/9/02 

Goodtimes Home Video; 2 discs; Region 1; SRP $15.95 

□ Short Night of the Glass Dolls (1971) 6/25/02 

Anchor Bay; 97m; LBX; Region 1; w/ Extras; SRP $19.98 

□ Strange Case of Dr. Jekyll & Mr. Hyde (1976) 8/27/02 

MPI Media Group; 124m; Region 1; SRP $14.98 

□ The Tenant (1976) 9/3/02 

Paramount Home Video; 125m; LBX; Region 1; SRP $24.99 

□ Turn of the Screw (1974) 8/27/02 

MPI Media Group; 123m; Region 1; SRP $14.98 

□ Watch Me When I Kill (1 977) 6/25/02 

VCI; 95m; LBX; Region 1; SRP $19.99 

□ Werewolf Shadow (1 972) 8/6/02 

Anchor Bay; 95m; LBX; Region 1; SRP $19.98 

□ What’s the Matter with Helen? (1971) b/w 

Whoever Slew Auntie Roo? (1971) 8/27/02 

MGM Video; 193m; LBX; Region 1; SRP $14.95 

□ Who Saw Her Die? (1 972) 6/25/02 

Anchor Bay; 94m; LBX; Region 1; SRP $19.98 

□ Zoltan— Hound of Dracula (1978) 8/20/02 


Anchor Bay Entertainment; 87m; Region 1; SRP $19.98 



From ALIENS to ZOMBIES: www.videowasteland.com 



MOVIE MEMORABILIA AMD VIDEO RENTALS BY MAIIL 

MOVIE POSTERS - COLLECTIBLES - T SHIRTS 
RRRE VIDEO & DVD - AUTOGRAPHS & MORE! 
GREAT SELECTION UNBEATABLE PRICES 

THOUSANDS OF RARE, OUT-OF-PRINT and HARD TO FIND HORROR, EXPLOITATION 
and CULT FILMS are available to rent through our Rent-by-Mail Service. 

Our 2 Rental Reference & Review Books offer up reviews to over 4,500 films available in our 
rent-by-mail service for ONLY $15.50 postage paid. Membership is FREE with book purchase! 


COMPLETE MERCHANDISE CATALOG - $3.00 ($5 Foreign) 
Video Wasteland PO Box 81551 Cleveland, OH. 44181 

Phone (440) 891-1920 1pm - 9pm EST E Mail: zombies@eideowasteland.com 

SERVING THE COLLECTOR (to hungry lil' ghouls) SINCE 1987 


www.videowasteland.com Presents 3 Days of Films & Fun Celebrating the Drive-In Era of Horror & Sci-Fi Films 


cinema wasteland 


MOVIE AND 
MEMORABILIA 
EXPO 2002 


THE MIDWEST'S PREMIER HORROR MOVIE & COLLECTABLE CONVENTION 


October 4th, 5th & 6th 2002 Holiday Inn Select 15471 Royalton Rd. 

— SPECIAL CONVENTION GUESTS TO INCLUDE: 


REGGIE BANNISTER - "Reggie" in all 4 PHANTASM films, WISHMASTER etc. 
MICHAEL BERRYMAN - THE HILLS HAVE EYES, DEADLY BLESSING <S many more. 
DON PEDRO COLLEY - BENEATH THE PLANET OF THE APES, SUGAR HILL etc. 
DAVID HESS - ‘Krug Stillo" from Wes Craven’s LAST HOUSE ON THE LEFT. 

TED V. MIKELS - Producer/Di rector CORPSE GRINDERS, ASTRO-ZOMBIES & More. 

YVONNE MONLAUR - BRIDES OF DRACULA, CIRCUS OF HORRORS and others. 
BILL MOSELEY - TCM 2, NIGHT OF LIVING DEAD '90, HOUSE OF 1,000 CORPSES. 
TOM SAVINI - Make-Up Effects, Actor <5. Director. DAWN OF THE DEAD, MARTIN. 
ROGER WATKINS - aka ‘Victor Janos", Director of LAST HOUSE ON DEAD-END ST. 



SHOW HOURS: 

Fri. Oct 4th: Doors Open 5pm Dealers Room Closes 10pm 
Sat. Oct. 5th: Doors Open 10am Dealers Room Closes 7pm 
Sun. Oct. 6th: Doors Open tlam Show Ends at 5pm 
3-Day Pass Holders admitted half an hour early Friday. 

Movies & Events Run Until 2am on Friday and Saturday Nights. 

TICKET INFORMATION: 

ADMISSION: $12.50 per day (Until 8/31/02, $15 at the door.) 
ADVANCE 3 DAY PASS (Postmarked Before 8/31/02) - $25 


Video Wasteland, Inc. 
PO Box 81551 
Cleveland, OH 44181-1551 

Call (440) 891-1920 1pm to 9pm EST 
For Tickets, Dealer or Guest Information. 
SECURE ORDERING AVAILABLE ON LINE. 


Strongsville, OH. 

Our 2002 Special 
Guest of Honor is 
“The Godfather of 
Gore” himself, 

HERSCHELL 
GORDON LEWIS 

Legendary Director 
of BLOOD FEAST, 

2,000 MANIACS, 

WIZARD OF SORE 
4 his first film in 
30 years, BLOOD 
FEAST 2. 

COME SHOP OUR GIANT DEALER’S ROOM! 
MOVIES & VIDEOS ALL WEEKEND LONG! 
GUEST TALKS, Q&A SESSIONS, & MORE! 

See our Web Site or Call for Directions. 
Dealer space is still available, but going fast! 
Hotel Reservations can be made by calling the Holiday 
Inn directly at (440) 238-8800. The hotel will sell out, 
so make your reservations early. 
Free Parking for all convention attendees! 



UP-TO-DATE SHOW. EVENT. AND GUEST INFORMATION CAN BE HAD BY CHECKING OUR WEB SITE AT: WWW.clnemawasteland.com 
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PAINFUL EXCURSIONS Volume One, Number Ten (Fall 1996) Only $2.00 

This— our first nationally distributed issue— features the ground-breaking expose “Snuff— The Making 
of an Urban Legend” which examines both the infamous production that helped coin the term, and the 
resulting myth that is perpetuated to this day by the media and public alike. (An updated version of this 
article later appeared in The Skeptical Inquirer— The Magazine for Science and Reason. The 
author also followed it up several years later with “Snuff— The Perpetuation of a Myth,” which appears 
in GICK! Volume One, Number Three.) Also included is “One Man’s Trash,” a retrospective on the late 
exploitation film mogul Al Adamson (with a complete filmography), “Homemade Horrors," a look at 
splatter-oriented fanzines of years past, and even a couple of short-lived columns. Films reviewed 
include such questionable milestones in cinematic entertainment as Aswang, Bakterion, Blacken- 
stein, The Burning Moon, The Child, Corpse Fucking Art, Holocausto Canibal Holocausto, Hot 
Love, Jennifer, La Muerte del Chacal, My Sweet Satan, Mystics in Bali, The Night God 
Screamed, Nurse Sherri, Nutriaman — The Copasaw Creature, L’Ossessa, Im SchloB der 
Blutigen Begierde, The Touch of Satan, and The Virgin Witch Unlike later issues, this earlier 
outing comes packaged in a nifty tabloid format (similar to that of The Monster Times, if you’re old 
enough to remember this inimitable publication from the 1970s). 24 pages. SP103 


GICK! Volume One, Number Zero (Summer 1998) Only $3.00 

Doubling as Painful Excursions Volume One, Number Eleven, this crossover issue is the first to sport 
a glossy cover. (It’s only black and white, so everyone would have to wait another year for the 
inevitable color.) This issue includes “The Ghastly One — The Films of Andy Milligan," which includes a 
retrospective on Staten Island’s no-budget auteur (with a complete filmography), and “How to Make a 
Kick-Ass Horror Film,” which offers aspiring filmmakers a can’t-lose formula on how to produce a 
straight-to-video release that won’t be relegated to Lackluster Video’s PVT bargain bins... for very 
long, anyway. Films reviewed include such luminary schlockfests as L’Altro Inferno, Amityville 
Dollhouse, Andy Warhol’s Bad, The Axe, Blood Orgy of the She-Devils, Bloody Friday, 
Cannibal! The Musical, Death Row Diner, The Deathhead Virgin, Geek Maggot Bingo, Hardgore, 
Horror House on Highway Five, Jacko Lantern, La Maldicion de la Bestia, The Meateater, Point 
of Terror, San Francisco Ball, Le Semana del Asasino, La Sindrome di Stendhal, Sometimes 
Aunt Martha Does Dreadful Things, Spawn of the Slithis, Suiito Homu, Things, and Zoltan... 
Hound of Dracula. C’mon... what’re you waiting for? A life? Buy our magazines instead! Trust me... 
the guys who read GICK! become certified chick magnets. Everything changes when you invest in... 
okay, you got me, I’m just trying to fill up some space. 32 pages. SP106 



GICK! Volume One, Number One (Spring 1999) Only $4.00 

From the ashes of Painful Excursions, The New Journal of Horror, Splatter & Exploitation Films rises 
like a tick-infested phoenix, eager to spread its irreverent approach to journalism. This issue includes 
“Amando de Ossorio Rodriguez — La Padre de las Muerte Ciego,” a look at the filmmaker responsible 
for creating the inimitable Blind Dead as well as other Spanish horrors (with a complete filmography), 
and the first installment of “The Trash Collector” which offers tips— and a price guide— on collecting 
horror-related movie novelizations. Also included is a look behind the scenes of the since-shelved 
Stigmata Film production, God’s Hooks. Films reviewed include such filth-encrusted gems as The 
Amazing Transplant, Autopsia, The Brides Wore Blood, The Curse of the Screaming Dead, 
Curvaceous Corpses, Death Line, Demon Queen, The Disco Godfather, II Etait une Fois... le 
Diable, The Headless Eyes, The House That Vanished, Lucker the Necrophagous, Mantis in 
Lace, Maschera di Cera, Meat, Midnight Intruders, Los Ojos Azules de la Muneca Rota, Pigs, 
Possessed!, La Predateurs de la Nuit, La Revanche des Mortes Vivantes, Screamtime, The 
Seeds of Evil, Shock! Shock! Shock!, Tentacles, The Toy Box, Track of the Moon Beast, 
Unhinged, and Vampira. And, oh, what a pretty color cover it has. Buy it for the pretty color cover. 
Sure, the guts are still black and white newsprint, but, c’mon, the cover... 48 pages. SP107 

GICK! Volume One, Number Two (Fall 1999) Only $4.00 

This — our first theme issue — gives “The Devil His Dues" and is thus dedicated to Old Scratch himself, 
and the films from the 1970s which required either his presence or that of his disciples. This issue 
includes the article “Satan in the 70s," which studies the trend of devil worshipping in the decade of 
decadence, and even offers the humorous sidebar “Demonic Possession— Diagnosing the 
Symptoms.” Films reviewed include such hellbent excursions as Alucarda— La Hija de las Tinieblas, 

L’Antichristo, Asylum of Satan, Beast of the Yellow Night, Blood Orgy of the She-Devils, La 
Casa dell’Exorcismo, Chi Sei?, Dark Dreams, Daughters of Satan, The Demon Lover, The 
Devil’s Concubines, Devil’s Ecstasy, The Devil’s Rain, Disciple of Death, Hardgore, Holocaust 
2000, The Horny Devils, I Drink Your Blood, Inquisicion, The Lucifers, Magdalena— Von Teufel 
Bessessen, The Nightmare Never Ends, L’Ossessa, Petey Wheatstraw — The Devil’s Son-in- 
Law, La Plus Longue Nuit du Diable, Riti, Magie Nere e Segrete Orge nel Trecento, Sacrilege, 

Satan’s Black Wedding, Satan’s Cheerleaders, Satan’s Lust, Sex Rituals of the Occult, Sexual 
Awareness, Tutti I Colori del Buio, Un Urlo dalle Tenenbre, Warlock Moon, Werewolves on 
Wheels, and The Wicked Caress of Satan. Want to piss of your pastor? Then buy lots of copies and 
hand them out at church! Recommended by the official Church of Satan. 48 pages. SP109 
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GICK! Volume One, Number Three (Spring 2000) Only $4.00 

In case the article about snuff films in Painful Excursions Volume One, Number Ten didn't sate your 
thirst, this issue proudly boasts the author’s much anticipated follow-up, "Snuff— The Perpetuation of a 
Myth," which examines the tenacity of such urban legends despite the lack of evidence to support 
them. (Accompanying this expose is a humorous sidebar, “The Making of a Snuff Film Historian,” 
which offers the author's first-person account of his short-lived notoriety as an "expert" on the subject.) 
This issue also includes "Blood Orgy of the Astro-Zombies," which offers a look at the films of Ted V. 
Mikels (with a complete filmography), as well as a new installment of “The Trash Collector," which 
chronicles the author’s pitfalls on eBay, the largest online auction site. Films reviewed include such 
foetid wonders as American Nightmare, Barn of the Naked Dead, The Capture of Bigfoot, La 
Casa al Fondo del Parco, The Cross of the 7 Jewels, La Figlia di Frankenstein, Giallo a Venezia, 
Girls for Rent, Horror Hospital, L’lguana della Lingua di Fuoco, Jekyll and Hyde Portfolio, 
Licantropo, The Love Butcher, The Mad Love Life of a Hot Vampire, The Mummy and the Curse 
of the Jackal, The Rape After, The Sinful Dwarf, SS Campo Extermination, Tower of Evil, The 
Undertaker and His Pals, Widow Blue, Zombi 3, and 8MM. Hey, we just keep getting better and 
better, so buy up these back issues while you can before we go bankrupt. 48 pages. SP109 


GICK! Volume One, Number Four (Fall 2000) Only $4.00 

This — our second theme issue — focuses on horror and exploitation films from the Philippines, and 
includes the articles "The Horrors of Blood Island," which serves as a primer for the uninitiated; “Mad 
Director of Blood Island," which offers a retrospective on filmmaker Eddie Romero; and "From Teen- 
age Juvies to Monster Movies,” which focuses on the island-hopping career of John Ashley. (The latter 
two articles include complete filmographies.) Also included in this installment of “The Trash Collector" 
is a look at Eerie Publications, accompanied by a bibliography and price guide. Filipino films reviewed 
include such Asian atrocities as Alyas Batman en Robin, Beast of Blood, Beyond Atlantis, The Big 
Bird Cage, The Big Doll House, The Blood Drinkers, Brides of Blood, Caged Fury, Demon of 
Paradise, Devil Woman, The Killing of Satan, The Mad Doctor of Blood Island, Madonna... 
Babaeng Ahas, Night of the Cobra Woman, Psycho Sex Killer, Pusang Itim. Regal Shocker— 
The Movie, Sudden Death, Superbeast, The Thirsty Dead, The Twilight People, Vampire 
Hookers, Vampire Men of the Lost Planet, The Woman Hunt, and Wonder Women. Non-Filipino 
films reviewed include such lobotomizing masterpieces as Blood Sabbath, Blood Tide, Enigma 
Rosso, Frozen Scream, Frankenstein Island, Mardi Gras Massacre, Octaman, and Orloff y el 
Hombre Invisible. Great stuff... unless you consider Filipino films a bad thing. 48 pages. SP110 


GICK! Volume One, Number Five (Summer 2001) Only $5.00 

Ironically, this— the last issue of The Journal of Horror, Splatter & Exploitation Films"— features the 
article The Rise & Appall of GICK' Magazine." which not only offers a behind-the-scenes history of the 
lamest horror rag to ever hit the stands, but also includes a thorough reference guide to the scarce, 
early issues dating back to 1985 (when it masqueraded under such titles as Sickoid, Reflections of a 
Teenage Gorehound. and Painful Excursions) Also included in this issue is "More Horror Stories 
from the World of eBay " the last installment of "You've Got to be Kidding'" which further chronicles the 
author’s misadventures on the world's leading online auction house. Films reviewed include such 
dismal outings as The Adult Version of Jekyll and Hide, Amanto d’Oltretomba, La Bestia Uccide 
a Sangue Freddo, The Blood Beast Terror, Blood Mania, Brain of Blood, Corruption, Curse of 
the Headless Horseman, Doctor Death— Seeker of Souls, Fascination, Garden of the Dead, 
Hollywood Meat Cleaver Massacre, The Hollywood Strangler Meets the Skid Row Slasher, It 
Lives by Night, Jack el Distripador de Londres, Kiss of the Tarantula, Legacy of Horror, La 
Mansion de los Muertos Vivientes, Necrophagus, La Orgia de los Muertos, Passi di Danza Su 
una Lama di Rasoio, Ratu llmo Hitam, Stepsisters, The Toolbox Murders, Visions of Evil, and 
Women in Cages. Saving the best for last, we were. 48 pages. SP1 1 1 




TRASHFIEND Volume One, Number One (April/May/June 2002) Only $6.00 

From the ashes of GICK! Magazine comes a new publication devoted to “Horror & Exploitation Fare 
from the 1960s & 1970s." Heads and tails above its predecessors, the premiere issue of Trashfiend 
offers a studious look at Skywald Publishing, the short-lived company behind such lurid horror comics 
as Nightmare, Psycho and Scream, and boasts a complete index and price guide to these titles as 
well as a complete cross-reference to Skywald artists and writers. Also included in this issue is a look 
at such “Monsterabilia" as the Aurora Model Kits instruction manual-slash-mini-comic featuring 
Warren's Vampirella by Neal Adams, reviews of such books as Mark Walker’s Ghostmakers and 
Pete Toombs’ Mondo Macabro, a fold-out mini-poster for William Girdler’s Asylum of Satan, and 
“Things to Keep an Eye Out For," a list of forthcoming books, video and DVD releases that would 
interest fans of 1960s and 1970s trash horror fare. Last but certainly not least, “It’s Only a Movie" 
includes film and video reviews for such low-rent horrors as Blood of Ghastly Horror, Bog, Castle of 
Evil, The Crater Lake Monster, Crazed, Crucible of Terror, Death Curse of Tartu, Equinox, The 
House of Seven Corpses, Kiss Daddy Goodbye, La Maldicion de Frankenstein, El Pantano de 
los Cuervos, She Freak, Sha Sha Shou, La Sorella di Ursula and Wolfman. Darn it all to heck, we 
just keep getting better and better. 48 pages. SP1 1 2 
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TRASHFIENO Volume One, Number Two (July/August/September 2002) Only $6.00 

For the second issue of Trashfiend, we devoted a large portion of this issue to the phenomenon known 
as the cannibal film, particularly as it pertains to — You guessed it! — horror films from the 1960s and 
1970s. This issue also offers a studious look at “The Hackneyed Horrors of Stanley Publications," the 
short-lived company responsible for such so-bad-they’re-great schlock-infested books as Adventures 
in Horror, Chilling Tales of Horror, Ghoul Tales, Horror Stories, Shock and Stark Terror, and 
boasts a complete index and price guide to these titles. Also included in this issue is a look at such 
“Monsterabilia" as the Shrunken Head Apple Sculpture kit, reviews of such books as Stephen 
Sennitt's Ghastly Terror! and Mikita Brottman’s Meat Is Murder!, and a fold-out mini-poster for Andy 
Milligan's Bloodthirsty Butchers. Following “The Choicest Cuts — A Brief History of Cinematic 
Cannibalism," this issue's “It’s Only a Movie" includes film and video reviews for such anthropophagic 
excursions as Anthropophagus, Cannibal Ferox, Cannibal Girls, Cannibal Holocaust, Criminally 
Insane, Emanuelle e gli Ultima Cannibali, The Folks at Red Wolf Inn, The Ghoul, The Hills Have 
Eyes, The Incredible Torture Show, Mondo Cannibale, II Montagna del Dio Cannibale, II Paese 
del Sesso Selvaggio, La Regina dei Cannibali, The Severed Arm, Spider Baby, Lo Strangolatore 
di Vienna, Terror Canibal and Ultimo Mondo Cannibale 48 pages. SP1 13 


Available for a limited time only! 


Available fora limited time only! 


GICK! MAGAZINE CLEARING HOUSE SPECIAL 

For a limited time only, we are offering readers a chance to get all of the previous issues of GICK! that we still have in 
stock in one swell foop for the remarkably low price of only $21.95 (plus $7.00 for First Class Shipping or $8.65 for 
Priority Shipping within the United States). That's more than 15% off the suggested retail price! In this package you 
will receive GICK! #0 through #5, as well as the last issue of its predecessor. Painful Excursions #10. As a special 
incentive, you'll get not only the seven available issues of "The Journal of Horror, Splatter & Exploitation Films," 
you'll also receive (free of charge) a copy of the rare one-shot underground comic Darkseed & Other Defamations, 
illustrated by editor Scott Stine back in 1991 when he had aspirations of being a comic book artist. How can we afford 
to blow these books out so cheap? Well, honestly, we can't, as we're already selling them at cost, but we're getting 
really gosh darn tired of them cluttering up our basement, so now's your chance to stock up. Supplies are limited, 
as — believe it or not— we're actually starting to run low on some of these early issues. (Who would've thunk it?) Buy! 


ORDERING INSTRUCTIONS 


Shipping & Handling 

First Class Shipping: $2.20 for the first magazine, 80<t for each additional magazine. 

Priority Shipping (Two to Three Day Service): $3.85 for the first magazine, 80<T for each additional magazine. 
Canadian residents, add 80C per magazine for first class shipping. 

European residents, add $1.20 per magazine for first class shipping. 

Insurance (Optional): $1.30 for up to $50.00 worth of merchandise. (Available to United States residents only.) 
Personal checks will take seven days to clear. Purchases made by money order will be shipped within 48 hours. 
Cash is accepted, but ill advised, as we cannot be held responsible for lost or stolen payments. 

Please make all checks and money orders payable to "Scott Stine" and send to: 

Stigmata Press, PO Box 5273, Everett, WA 98206-5273 


Please fill out and include a photocopy of this form with your order to expedite shipment. 


Painful Excursions #10 $3.00 each 
GICK! Magazine V1#0 $3.00 each 
GICK! Magazine Vl#l $4.00 each 
GICK! Magazine VI #2 $4.00 each 
GICK! Magazine VI #3 $4.00 each 


Qty. Total 

Qty. Total 

Qty Total 

Qty Total 

Qty Total 

Subtotal 


Name 

Address 
City 

x 


State 


GICK! Magazine 
GICK! Magazine 
GICK! Magazine 
Trashfiend Vl#l 
Trashfiend Vl#2 


Zip + 4 


VI #4 $4.00 each Qty Total 

VI #5 $5.00 each Qty Total 

Lot $21.95 each Qty Total 

$6.00 each Qty Total 

$6.00 each Qty Total 

Subtotal 
Shipping & Handling 
Grand Total 


/ certify that I am over eighteen years of age. 
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by Scott Aaron Stine 
304 pages; Trade Softcover; $29.95 
w/ 165 photographs, appendici 
ISBN 0-7864-0924-X 2001 . ■< “ 

At long last! Over ten y< 
book covers the first twenl 
everything from such cult 
The Texas Chain Saw Mi 
as Blood Freak and The Un 
setting Godfather of Gore Hi 
trash film auteur Andy 
everyone who has contribul 
of exploitation's bloodier 
covers the genre as does 
credits, alternate names am 
film on video-cassette, 
reviews, and much, mui 
extensive index for titli 
accompanied by over 
boxes, rare lobby card! 
ever produced. The 
1960s & 1970s offers tb 
reading enjoyment, as 
book to the trash film 

But, hey, don't take our word’ 
saying about The Gorehi 




index. 


» exhaustive reference 
latter film, and includes 
bf the Living Dead and 
i blood-drenched obscurities 
\ Pals. From the trend- 
lewis, to Staten Island's 
horror icon Paul Naschy, 
fation and early evolution 
herein. No other book 
i entry offering extensive 
I titles, availability of the 
jCcasionally insightful— 
5-referencing and an 
hermore, the text is 
; out-of-print video 
ish theatrical ad art 
fter Films of the 
ptless hours of 
ble reference 



'For those with an arcane interest in the macabre, low-budget, 
highly adult screamfest, The Gorehound's Guide [to Splatter 
Films] is for you. ' True Review [Volume 13, Number 2] 

‘An opinionated and often entertaining survey of classics such 
as Horror Hospital, I Drink Your Blood, and The Texas 
Chainsaw Massacre. ' Booklist [Volume 97, Number 1 7] 

‘Another competent reference work which some may find useful 
and entertaining— though the sub-genre it covers is not exactly 
our favourite kind of movie. ‘ Interzone [Number 166] 

‘The author provides us with information on films such as 
Disciple of Death, Hardgore, and Tonight I’ll Incarnate Your 
Corpse. There are detailed credits for each, together with a 
personal commentary, which is, in tnAh, more entertaining than 
that by [Name Withheld] in [Title Withheld]. Classic Images 

‘The author unravels the minor mysteries common to sub- 
genres, such as a certain film's original ending or the root of the 
snuff film myth. ' Book News, Inc. [August 2001] 

Bursting with information, opinion and trivia... This quirky guide 
is written with enthusiasm, knowledge and humour. Impeccably 
researched, it'll leave splatter fans yearning for the promised 
follow-ups. ' Film Review [August 2001] 
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The Gorehound's Guide to Splatter Films $29.95 

Address 



North Carolina residents add 6% Sales Tax 




Shipping & Handling (See Below) 




Total $ 

Credit Card Orders: 

Account # 

□ VISA 

□ AMEX 

O MasterCard 
□ Discover 

Shipping & Handling: $4 first book, $.75 each additional. 
International/ Canadian orders (surface mail): 

$6 first book, $1.50 each additional. 
International/ Canadian orders, please pav in U.S. funds. 

Expiration Date 

Telephone# ( ) 


McFarland & Company, Inc., Publishers • Box 611, Jefferson, North Carolina 28640 
336-246-4460 » FAX 336-246-5018 • Orders 1-800-253-2187 ♦ www.incfarlmuipub.com 




WIN a SIGNED Sx I O STILL 

of raa kskmiq, 



Up for grabs is this photo from the film The Hills Have Eyes, 
signed by star Michael Berryman. All you have to do is fill out 
and mail a copy of the entry form below, and one lucky win- 
ner will be picked at random to receive this cool piece of film 
memorabilia. (Please, only one entry per mailing address.) 

All entries must be received by September 14 th , 2002. 

Name 

Address 

City 

State ZIP Code 

Please mail all entries to: 

Stigmata Press, PO Box 5273, Everett, WA 98206-5273 


SATISFYING AU YOUR CRAVINGS 
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SEND fS FOR OUR HUGE CATALOG 
OR VISIT US ONLINE AT 
WWW.SOMETNINGWEIRD.COM! 
SECURE ONUNE SHOPPING! 


Special Edition 
DVDs 
available! 


VIDEO® 



POB 33664 SEATTLE, WA 98133 

Please state with 

206-36I-37S9 • FAX 206-364-7526 signature that you're 18+ 


MRTIS1G RATES for TRtSHFIEND 

Quarter Page 

(3.5" x 4.5" Vertical or 7.25" x 2.25" Horizontal) 

Only $60.00 

Half Page 

(3.5" x 9.5” Vertical or 7.25" x 4.5" Horizontal) 

Only $90.00 

(That's 25% off the standard quarter-page rate!) 

Full Page 

(7.25" X 9.75") 

Only% 120.00 

(That’s 50% off the standard quarter-page rate!) 

As an extra incentive, advertisers will receive an 
additional 10% off our regular rates if they buy in 
advance advertising space for three consecutive 
issues. (For example, advertisers who purchase 
three or more quarter-page page ads will get an 
additional $18.00 off, those who purchase three half- 
page ads will get an additional $27.00 off, and those 
who purchase three full-page ads will get an 
additional $36.00 off.) T ake advantage of our special 
offers and reach the people who matter the most! 

Please send camera-ready ads and a check or 
money order (made out to “Scott Stine") to: 

STIGMATA PRESS 
Attn: Advertising Department 

PO Box 5273 

Everett, WA 
98206-5273 

Any inquiries can be sent to the same address, or 

can be sent via e-mail to trashfiend@aol.com. 

(Please type "Advertising Inquiry" in the header of 
the e-mail to ensure that it gets priority.) 

Our current deadline for Trashfiend 
Volume 1 Number 3 is September 14 th , 2002. 

Our current deadline for Trashfiend 
Volume 1 Number 4 is December 14 th , 2002. 

Tkmik you fmt yum supped. 

Warning: Individuals and outfits selling copies of 
videos “from one collector to another 1 can look 
elsewhere to sell their wares: only legitimate video 
companies are welcome to tread on these grounds. 
We also reserve the right to refuse advertising space 
to any other individuals whose products or services 
we may deem objectionable in any way. 
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It's Only a Movie... 

This issue is devoted to cinematic cannibalism, 
and includes reviews for such tasty offerings as 
ANTHROPOPHAGUS, CANNIBAL FEROX, CANNIBAL 
GIRLS, CANNIBAL HOLOCAUST, CRIMINALLY INSANE, 
EMANUELLE E GLI ULTIMA CANNIBAll, THE FOLKS AT 
RED WOLF INN, THE GHOUL, THE HILLS HAVE EYES, 
THE INCREDIBLE TORTURE SHOW and many more! 


Michael Berryman Interview 

In this issue we're proud to offer an exclusive 
interview with Michael Berryman, the star of such 
classics of exploitatioi^s Wes Craven's THE HILLS 
HAVE EYES and Rurfpf||f&odato's INFERNO IN 
DIRETTA. And to think some; people only know 
him for STAR TREK and THEX-FHES. 


A Look at Stanley Publishing 

For three years, this publisher brought us such 
hackneyed horrors as ADVENTURES IN HORROR, 
CHILLING TALES OF HORROR, GHOUL TALES, 
HORROR STORIE%f&OCK and STARK TERROR. 
Included is a retrospective, as well as a complex 
index and price guide. 


Monsterabilia 

Even if yotfiweren't 
might still remembl 


4 horror fan in 1974, you 

t Jr Milton Bradley's SHRUNKEN 

HEAD APPLE SCULPTURE kit. And even if you didn't 
have an, artistic bone iri your body, you could still 
groov/on the wonderfully morbid box art and ad 
campailin featuring everyone's favorite 




